7 2 
®; 


* 


— 
— 


Banguet 


. 


J 


755 
/ "4 4 


— 


Me. 


# 
i 
OY 


* 


- 


75 


4 Ty» 


7 
\ s 
pA M 


THE 


Mus Eis Banquet; 
M Au ee 


Cong SONG STE R. 


gt 1 e . 7 — 
COLLECTION of all the moſt Celebrated 


N EW SONGS, Se. 


Sung at 


Vauxhall, Marybone Gardens, 

Ranelagb, Sadler's Wells ;, and, 

At the Theatres in LONDON, and 
DUBLIN, SM. 


> Interſperſed with many Original I not to 
be met with i in any other Collection. 


Tf Muſick be the food of Lon ing on. 


SHAKESPEAR, 


. 
N 


** 


„** „„ 


DUBLIN; 
Printed for W. WIr Es TONE, in Skinrers 
Row, 1760, bs 


>. 


N. 


* 1 


- e nbc. 1 * LEY 3 — 
— | —— — 2 — — 
ö N —— 


9 


* - 


CON. HEN. 


A 

S Thyr/is reclin'd by her fide he Irv'd beſt 

A Man that's neither high ner tx 
As thro” the gay green ww3:d I happened to paſs 
All attendants apart 
As I went ver the meadows nd mait er the day 
As Roger the pleughman à luſly young Swain 
At Chlze wwas bathing one hot ſummer's day 
As friſky Sue Welfleat was ſat in her 1 
Arvay with the fables phil:ſophers hold 
A taylir there was and heliy'd in a garret 
A ceerting I <went to my love 
As tink'ring tim the ſtreeis his trade did cry 
As Ch came in the rom fother day 
All Jevial tars that haus a mind 
A nymph there liges and many a Stain 
Adieu, ye jevial youths, wvho jun | 
Attend all ye fair and Ill tell ygu the art 
Adieu ye groves, adieu ye plains 

B 


Brittaunia's ſans rejoice 

Bring Phebus from Parnaſſian beers 

Blythe Collin, a pretty young ſwain 

Brother bucks all attend to the theme I ſball ſing 
Þrittannia ! ariſe aſfart thy wwat'ry reign 

| | . | 


Come thou roſy dimpled boy 
C:me fall me a bumper my jolly brave b:ys 
Come liſten and laugh at the times 


| 6 
Come, come, my goed ſhepherds our flacks wwe muſt ſhear 95 


Come Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell 
Came hither, came hither, ye languiſhing ſwans. 
Come all ye bucks and lads ef fire 

Cane Ian, and contented II be 


Come liſten a while and Þ'll tickle your ears 
Cane here fellgw-ſervant and liſten t me 
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Caftl my love thine eyes around 
Come all ye brave Britons let no ene complain 
D 


Does the languid ſoul complain 

Dear Chloe com give me ſaveet kiſſes 
Damon believe not your Jenny's untrue 
Dear Betty fair, wheſe daily care, &c. 
Deareſt Kitty kind and fair 
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Early in the morning the nineteenth of May 
F g 


For new the ſnæro drops lift their heads 
From the man that I le, thi! my heart I diſguiſe 
Fill your glaſſes baniſh grief 
Fame let thy trumpet ſcund 
Fair Hebe I left with a cautious deſign 
Fer ſhame men of reaſen will think y:u an afs 
Faireſt of the female kind 
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Good mother if you pleaſe hau may 
Give us glaſſes my wencl, give us Wine, &c. 
Go happy flower to her hand BL 
G roſe my Chla boſom grace 
H 


Had Neptune when firſt he tet charge of the ſea 
Hellena n a mien 3 1 
Hu chearful along the gay mead 

Hark the ſhrill trumpets martial ſands frem far 
Here's an old ſong made by a gerd antient pate 
Hear me, gallant ſailor, hear me, 

How little do the landmen knixo 

Flowever ſeme in ceaches or barrows ſome may beg 


Hex cruel and hard is my caſe 


T have rambled I own it wvhcl- years up and down 
I tald my nymph ] told her true 

In the dea of the night cen with labour e, þrefs'd 
Jam a young virgin that «1 has been 10 | 
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I'll fing you a ſong that will grieve ye 

If ever oh ! Hymen, you grant me a wife 

If the feozet name of love my _ Iris affright 
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. Love then bane of ſoft content 
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My Kitty cries, wwas Damen w/c Wc, 
My mother cries Betſcy be ſhy : 
Miſs Dane when fair ani yung 
My banks they are furniſh'd with bees 
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Night to Lovers joy's a friend | 
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Ne more of my Hariet, my Pilly no more 
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Siint me not in lows or woine 
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F bile en my Glliut knee I fit 
FV by my ſcuain fo blythe and clever 
That hours are to Frederick due 
When Cillin firft laid à briſk fiege to my heart 
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MW hen we deareſt Nell ſhall be parted 
WH hen tuter d under Mama's care 
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I hy eoill ytu my paſſien repreve 
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- hen ell the Attick fire was dead 

ell met pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young ſwam 

HV hen 2 AG 7 hills 2 
Wh:'ll buy a heart Myrtilla cries 
While ethers on exalted win 
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Te go:d fellows all | 
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Fe nymphs who prefede er the mufical throng 
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SON GS. 


Sung by Mrs, Vincent at Vauxhall. 


OR now the Snow Drops lift their Heads, 
Cowſlips riſe from golden Beds, | 


Silver Lillies paint the Grove 
Welcome May and welcome Love. 


Now the Bee on ſilver wings, 
Flowery ſpoils unwearied brings; 
| Spoils that nymphs and ſwains approve, 


| Soft as May and ſweet as love. 


Whilſt tows the ſlopy hill, *. 
Trickles ſoft the purling rill: 

Balmy Scents perfume the grove, 

May unbends the ſoul to love, 


Long the clay cold maid denies, 
Nor regards her ſhepherd's ſighs ; 


| Now your fond Petitions move, 


May's the ſeaſon form'd for love 


On the fair that decks our iſle, 
Let each Grace and Virtue ſmile, 
And our happy ſhepherds prove 


Days of eaſe and nights of love. 


SONG IL 


* 


Sung by Miſe Stevenſon at Vauxhall. 


IGHT to lovers joy's, a friend, 


Swiftly they aſſiſtance lend; 
Lock up envious ſceing day, 
Bring the willing youth away; 
For haſte and ipeed the tedious hour, 
To che ſecret happy bow'r ; 
Then my heart for bliſs prepare, 
Thyrſis, ſurely, will be there. 


See the hateful day is gone, 

Welcome evening now comes on, 
Soon to meet my dear I fly, 

None but love ſhall then be by: 
None ſhall dare to venture near, 
Totell the plighted vows they hear; 
Farting thence will be the pain, 

But we'll part to meet again. 


Don't you feel a pleaſing ſmart 
Geatly ſtealing to your heart ? 
Fondly hope and fondly figh, 
For my ſhepherd oft do I; 
With in Hymen's bands to join, 
1'll be yours, and you be mine, 
Tell me Thyrſis, tell me this, 
Tel! me then, and tell me yes, 
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nd then if ſhe'll have me, I'll make her my wife, 
i: then it, &c, | „„ 


Fd | B 2 


E 11 


Farewell loitring idle day, 

To my dear TI hie away, 

On the Wings of love I go, 

He the ready way will ſhow ; 
Peace, my breaft, nor danger fear, 
Love and Thyrſis both are near. 
*Tis the youth ! I'm fure 'tis he ! 
Night how much I owe to thee. 


SONG III. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe at Vauxhall, 


Have rambi'd, Town it, whole years up and d6wr., 
And ſigh'd o'er each beautiful nymph of the town, 
Such fancies have plagu'd me, that oft in my life 
I've been ready to ſtart at the name of a wife. 
I've been ready to ſtart at the name of a wife. 


But aſham'd of my fears that have oft broke my reſt, 
And wearicd with roving both cloy'd and unbleſt, 

I'll try to be happy the reſt of my life, 

And venture too late, yet at laſt, on a wife. 

Aud venture, &Cc. | 


Then farewell the jilt, and the fool, and the bold, 
quit you with pleaſure before I grow old; 
One girl of my heart I will take to for lite, 

And enough of all conſcience, I hold is one wife, 
And enough ot all, &c. | 


FH ſearch the town o'er this fair one to find, 
Nor fickle, nor jealous, nor vain, nor unkind, 
Whole wit and good humour may hold out for life, 


» *F 4:1. 


Tis time that the follies of life had an end, 

And ſoon, nay this inſtant, I'm ready to mend; 
What a wonder there'll be af'fo alter'd a life, 

If you're wiſe, you like me, will reſolve on a wife, 


SONG IV. 
Sung by Miſs Stevenſon and Mr. Lowe at Vauxhall. 
Daphne. 


ELL me Amyntor, gentle ſwain, 

Saw you my love trip o'er the plain; 
Soon as the fun brought on the day, 
From yonder cott he ſtole away. 


Amynter. 


As I paſſed thro' that diſtant vill, 
A wake was kept beneath the hill, 
I heard the echoing rocks reſound, 
For Strephon has his Sylvia crown'd. 


Daphne, . 


Then fly regard, diſſolve in air! 

For one that's falſe I'll ſcorn to care; 
My heart I'll give ſome better ſwain, 
Who has a heart to give again, 


Amyntor. 


Then fix it here, I'll own the prize, 
Amyntor for his Daphne dies, 
And longs in Hymen's hand to prove 
Wich you the joys of mutual love. 
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. Paphos and the Cyprian Iſle. 
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Daphne. 


Methinks I've heard, or 'tis a jeſt, 
That Flavia reigns within your breaſt; 
What room then for a wretched may; 
Who is rejected and betray'd. 


Amyntor. 


Flavia, believe me, yeſter morn 
E'er Sol had bruſh'd the dewy thorn, 
By Cynthis to the Church was led, 
Tho' bound to grace my nuptial bed, 


Daphne. 

Then welcome ſhepherd, come away, 
My heart and hand ſhall both obey ; 
Whilſt others dare inconſtant prove, 
Till death forbid, we'll live and love. 


SONG V. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. 
g OMR, thou roſy dimpl'd Boy, 


Source of ev'ry heart-felt Joy / 
Leave the bliſsful Bowers a while, 


Viſit Britain's rocky Shore, 
Pritons too thy Pow'r adore ; 
Britons hardy, bold and free, 
Own thy Laws and yield to thee. 
2 of ev'ry heart-felt joy! 


ome, thou roly dimpl'd Boy, 
B 3 
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Haite to Sylvia, haſte away, 
This is thine aad Hymen's day ; 
Bid her thy ſoft Bondage wear, 
Bid her for Love's rites prepare. 
Let the Nymphs with many a Flow'r, 
Deck the ſacred nuptial bow'r ; 
Thither lead the lovely fair, 
And let Hyraen too be there; 
This is thine and Hymen' s day, 
Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away. 


Only while we love we live; 

Love alone can pleaſure give. 

Pow'r, and pomp and tinſel ſtate, 
Thoſe falſe pageants of the great ! 
Crowns and ſcepters, envied things, 
And the pride of eaſtern kings, 
Are but childiſh empty toys, 
When compar'd to love's front joys- 
Love alone can pleaſure give, 

Only while we love We live. 


SONG VI. 
HONOUR. Sung by Mr. Lowe at Vauxhall. 


HE flame of love ſincere I felt, 
And ſcreen'd the paſſion long; 

A tyrant in my ſoul it dwelt, 
Hut awe ſuppreſt my tongue. 
At length I told my deareſt maid, 

My heart was fixt upon her ; 
But think not I can love, ſhe ſaid, 

Not I zu pe my honour, 


11 


The heart that once is roving caught, 
The prudent nymph diſtruſts; 

And muſt it for a youthful fault, 
Be ever deem'd unjuſt ? 

So Celia judg'd, fo ſenſe decreed, 
And bad me ſtill to ſhun her; 

Your ſuit, ſhe ſaid, won't here ſucceed, 
It won't, upon my honour, 


Too long, Icried, I've been to blame, 
I with a ſigh confels ; 

But thou who can'ſt the rake reclaim, 
My new-born paſſion bleſs, 

Had ev'ry nymph like Celia prov'd, 
I could not have undone her; 

On thee, bright maid, thou beſt beloy'd, 
I doat, upon my honour, 


A while the fair my ſuit repreſt, 
My conſtancy to prove; 
Then with a bluſh, conſent expreſt, 
And bleſt me with her love. 
To church I led the blooming fair, 
Enraptur'd that I'd won her 
And now life's ſweeteſt joys we ſhare, 
We do upon my honour, 


SONG VII. 


The words by a Lady of Quality. Set by Dr. Boyce, 
HILE on my Collin's knee I fit, 

Lur'd by thy voice, charm'd with thy wit; 
My panting heart true meaſure beats, 

And gladly ev'ry ſigh repeats, 
I ſigh with joy that thou may'ſt ſee, 
I ſympathile in all with thee, 
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No matter how the ice was broke, 
Or whether you or I firſt ſpoke 
Who only barter love for love, 
The niceneſs of the paſſion prove ; 
For oft ingratitude we give, 
And ſometimes gen'roufly receive. 


Levell'd by love, let neither try, 

To fix ſuperiority, | | 
Since all the kind the fond conteſt, 
Of whether you or love beſt : 

Like heedleſs touching a wrong key, 
But jars the found of harmony, 


SONG vill. 


dung by Mr. Lowe, in the Conſcious Lovers, at the 
Theatre in Covent Garden. 


OES the languid ſoul complain ? 
Virtuous love ſhall chaſe the pain. 
Or if love would truth attend, 
Honour ſhould be virtue's friend. 


Glory is not half ſo fair, 

As bright virtue's riſing ſtar ; 
Female truth with ſenſe combin'd, 
Wins and claims the gen'rous mind. 


SON G IX. 
Sung by Miſs Stevenſon. 
| S Thyrſis reclin'd by her ſide he lov'dbeſt, _ 
With a ſigh her ſoft hand to his boſom he pre ſt 


While his pafſion he breath'd in the groves. 
As the birdto his neſt ſtill returns for re poſe, 
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As back to its fountain the conſtant ſtream flows, 
So true and unchang'd is my love. 


If e'er this heart roves or revolts from it's chains, 
May Ceres in rage quit the vallies and plains ; 
May Pan his protection deny. 
In vain would young Phillis and Laura be kind, 
On the Lips of another no raptures I find; 

With thee, as I've liv'd, fo I'll die. 


More ſtill had he ſworn, but the Queen of the May, 
Young Jenny, the wanton, by chance paſs'd this way, 
And tought ſweet repole in the ſhade. | | 
With ſorrow, young Lovers, I tell the ſad tale, 
The laſs was alluring, the ſhepherd was frail, 
And forgot e'ery vow he had made. 


To comfort the nymph, and her loſs to ſupply, 
In the form of Alexis, young Cupid drew nigh, 
Ot ihepherds the envy and pride. | 
Ah! blame not the maid, if o'ercome by truth, 
Her hand and her heart the beſtow'd on the youth, 
And next morning beheld her his bride, 


Learn rather from Sylvia's example, ye fair, 

That a pleaſing revenge ſhould take place of deſpair, 
Give forrow and care to the wind. 

If faithful the ſwain, to his paſſion be true; 

It falſe, ſeek redreſs from a lover that's new. 
und pay each inconſtant in kind. 


| SONG XxX. 
Te TEMPEST f W AR. 
Tap T the tempeſt of war be heard from afar, 
Whillt the trumpet's ſhrill clangour alarms ; 
Let the valleys around with echo reſfound, 
And a terrible claſhing of arms. 
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Let rivers of blood run down in the flood, 0 
While mortals are gaſping for breath; 5 
Let the brave if they will, love honour and kill, 
Seek glory and conquelb i in death. | 


To live ſole and retire, is all my deſire, 
With my flocks and my Chloe poſleſt, 

For with them we obtain true peace without pain, 
and a laſting enjoyment of reſt, 


att" a ins 
e 


In a cottage or cell, where ſhepherds do dwell 
In innocence, freedom and eaſe ; 

We lead 8 lives, who are bleſt with good wives, 
That ſtudy their huſbands to pleaſe. 


„ 
W 


What bleffings below, can heav'n beſtow, 

Excelling ſuch quiet as this; + 

No afflictions comes here, no griefs interfere, 3 
To leflen our meaſure of blils. ö 


SONG XI. 
Sung by Miſs Hooper at Sadler's Wells. 


Man that's neither high nor low _ 
In party or in (ſtature ; 
A rake, a rattle, or a beau, 
And unus'd to flatter. 
Let him not be a learncd fool, 
Who nods o'er mutty books; 
Whoeats and drinks and lives by rule, 
And weighs our words and looks. 


* 


Let him be eaſy, free and gay, 
Of dancing never tir'd ; | 
Have ſome thing always ſmart to ſay, 
Yet ſilent when required. 


LY 
Let him be rich, not covetous, 
Nor gen'rous to excels ; 


Willing that 1 ſhould * the purſe, 
And pleaſe myſelf in dreſs. 


A little courage let him have, 
From inſults to protect me, 
Provided he is not too brave, 

As e'er to contradict me. 

Ten thouſand pounds a year I like, 
But if it fo much can't be, 

You ſeven from the ten may take, 
I'll be content with three, 


His face no matter if 'tis plain, 
But let it not be fair; 

The man is ſure my heart to gain, 
Who can with this compare : 

And if fome Lord ſhould chance to agree 
V/ith this above deſcription, 

Tho' I'm not tond of quality, 
Is ſhall be no objection. 


SONG XII. 


, 


| Sung in the REPRISAL. 
Sung by Miſs Macklin at Drury Lane; the Words by 
Dr. Smollet. ; 
ROM the man that I love, tho' my heart I 
diſguile, 
I will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe ; 
And 1f he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters and,ftruts like a crow z 


— 
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A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon, 
In courage a hind, in conceit a Gaſcoon. 


As a Vulture rapacious, in falſhood a fox ; 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks ; 
As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog 3 

In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 


Ina word to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart is of lead and his brains are of feather ; 
Vet if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, 

e will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


SONG XII. 


AD Neptune when firſt he took charge of the fea, 


Been as wiſe, or at leaſt been as merry as we, 
He had thought better on't and inſtead of the brine, 
Would have fill'd the vaſt ocean with generous wine 


What trafficking then would have been on the main 


For the ſake of good liquor as well as for gain: 
No fear then of tempeſt, or danger of ſinking, 
The fiſhes ne'er drown, that are always a drinking. 


The hot thirſty ſun would drive on with more haſte, 
Secute in the evening of ſuch a repaſt; 
And when he'd got tipſey would take then his nap, 


With double the pleaſure in Thetis's lap. 


By the er of his rays, and thus heated with wine, 


Conſider how glor:ous|v Phoebus would ſhine ; 
What vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high, 
To relitve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply. 


How happy + us mortals when bleſt with a rain, 
To fil! all our veſſels and fill them again; 
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Nay ev'n the beggar that has ne er a diſh, 
Might jump in the river and dr ink like a Aſh, 


What mirth and contentment on every brow, 
Hob as great as a prince, dancing after his plow ; 4 
The birds in the air as they play on the wing, 
Although they but ſip would eternally ſing. 


The ſtars who I think don't to drinking incline, 
Would friſk and rejoice at the fame of the wine ; 
And merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know, 
That they were as happy as mortals below. 


Had this been the caſe then what had we enjoy'd, 
Our ſpirits ſtill riſing, our fancy ne'er cloy'd : 

A pox then on Neptune when 'twas in his pow'r, 
To lip, like a fool ſuch a fortunate hour. 


SONG XIV. 


13 others boaſt of this and that, 
Praiſe Lucy's air, and Kitty's chat, 
Or ſally's face ſo pretty; 
Nor Kitty's chat nor Lucy's air, 
Or Sally's beauty can compare, 


You think with chop-houſe Betty. 


At church, at park, at play, at ball, 
At Ranelagh, or ſweet Vauxhall 
Where beauties roam, have met ye; 
How often have ye ſigh'd and cry'd, | 
Your languid charms has oft been try'd/ 
Nor dare ye vie with Betty. 


To tavern-tables, well pre par'd, 
How oft is mutton chop prefer d, 
If by ſuch charmer ſet ye; 
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And when ſhe waits, you fondly dream, 
Each ſmile ſome favour means to beam, 
. T'wards you ſrom pretty Betty. 


But Oh ! the ſoul delighted bliſs ! 
On her ſweet lips to print a kiſs, 

If ſhe ſhould kindly. let ye; 
Then your blood rolls in tides of fire, 
And gentle love and ſtrong deſire, 
Are center'd all in Betty. 


And when at facred honour's call. 
Expos'd you ſtand to ſword or ball, 

And danger dread beſet ye; _ 
E'en then your ſoul fhall know no fear, 


but whilſt the deadly foe you dare, 


Think lels on death than Betty, 
SONG XV. 


| Sung by Miſs Keene. 
XE ſhepherds, ye nymphs, and ye ſwains, 
No more chant the ſweet rural lay ; 

No more lead the flocks on the plains, | 

For lo! my dear love's gone aſtray. 
My honeſt and free open heart, 

Unpractis'd in arts to deceive, 
The dictates of love would impart, 

I'd vow and ſhe would belive. 


She was innocent, blyth, gay, and young, 
Oh! how ſoft on my breaſt would ſhe lie; 
How oft my ſoft paffion I've ſung, | 
While my focks were a ſporting hard by, 
Weep, weep, day and night nymph and ſwain, 
Since by fate we are doomed at laſt 
To indulge preſent grief, and in vain 
To think on the happinels paſt. 
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S 0 NG XVL 
The CHEV AUX DE FRIZE, 
| A new Sing, on the preſent faſhimable Caps. 


O longer let war be uſurp'd by the men; 
Nor let them campaign it again and again 
For the ladies have robb'd 'em, and now when they 
pleaſe | 
Can fight with their weapons, the Chevaux de Frize 


No longer it's needful to follow commanders, 


To America, Germany, France, ar to Flanders, 
Walk but the Mall and.each nymph that one ſees, 
Can teach us the uſe gf the Chevaux de Frize, 


By the maxim of armies, indeed we muſt own, 
They've been hitherto us'd as defenſive alone, 

But the ladies, not govern'd by maxims like theſe, 
Both attack and defend with their Chevaux de Prize, 


Refides in the field, it muſt not be forgot, 

Theſe warlike machines were fix'd (till on the ſpot ; 
But the ladies {fo little their practice agrees) 

All carry about them their Chevaux de Frize, 


Thus fatally arm'd at all points to annoy, 

Feſore or behind, on each fide they deſtroy; 

No ſafe guard in diſtance; they kill us with eaſe 
If we dare but to lcok at their Cheyaux ce Frize. 


6 


SONG XVIL 
The Gypſy. Jung ” Miſs Hooper, at Sadler Welle. 


8 thro' the gay ereen wood I happened to paſs, 
A gypſy fat under the ſhade ; 
Who told me full plain, by the lines of my face ; 
My doom was to die an old maid. 


Her prophecy fill'd me with grief and diſmay, 

And pierc'd my poor heart to the quick; 

Becauſe I had oft heard my grandmother ſay, 
That gypſies convers'd with old Nick. 


Fit ſerious advice to the curate I went, 
And told him the cauſe of my fright ; 
Said he, pretty maid, for a while be content, 
And Vil alter the caſe before night. 


O then be began with ſuch force and ſuch f ire, 
With arguments fo very ſtrong ; 

Believe me ye maiden's, the devil's a liar, 
And fo there's an end to my ſong. 


SONG XVI. 


3 Drinking Seng. Sung at Sadler” s Wells. 
OME, fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boy, 
Let's have no more female i impertinent ncife ; 
For I've tried the endearments and paſſions of love, 
And I Rod them but nonſenſe and whimſies by Jove. 


When fr I aw Betſy, I mide my complaint, 
1 whin' d like a fool, and ſhe figh'd like a faint ; 
But 2 found her religion her face and her love, 


Were hypocriſy, paint, and felf int'reſt by Jove, 
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sweet Cecil came next, with her languiſhing air, 
Her outſide was orderly; modeſt and fair; 


But her mind was ſophiſtical, ſo was her love, 
For I found ſhe was only a ſtrumpet by Jove. 


1 Come, fill me a bumper then jolly brave boys, 

Here's a farewell to female impertinent noiſe; 

Il know few of the ſex that are worthy my love, 

And for all ſtrumpets and jilts, I abhor them by ** 


SONG. XIX. 


A Drinking Smg, Sung at Sadler's Wells, 


ET ſoldiers fight for prey or praise, 
And money be the miſer's with, 
Poor ſchollars ſtudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh. 
"Tis wine, pure wine revives the ſoul ; 
Therefore give us the charming bow!” 


Let minions marſhall ev'ry hair, 
And in a lover's look delight, 
And artificial colours Wear, } 
Pure wine is native red and white. "_- 
'Tis wine, pure wine revives the ſoul, 
Therefore give us the charming bowl. 
The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 
That lively which before was dull; 
Opens the heart that love's to ſave, 
And kindneſs flows from cup brimfull. 
'Tis wine, pure wine, revives the ſou], 
Therefore give us the charming bowl. 
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Some men want youth and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk; 
Some men want wit, and others wealth, 
But they want nothing that are drunk, 
*Tis wine, pure wine, revives the ſoul, _ 
Therefore give us the charming bowl. 


SONG XX. 
The LOCK and KEY. 


Sung by Mr. Dennis at Sadler's Wells, 


| (3 mother if you pleaſe, you may 


Place others to oblerve my Way; 
Or be your ſelf the watchful ſpy, | 
And keep me ever in your eye: 

Unleſs the will it ſelf reſtrain, 

The care of others is in vain ; 

And if my ſelf I do not keep, 

Inſtead of watching you may ſleep. 


When you forbid what love inſpires, 
Forbidding, you but fan its fires, 


eſtraint does appetite enrage, 
And youth may prove too ſtrong for age : 
Then leave me unconfin'd and free, 
With prudence for my Lock and Key; 
For it myſelf I do not keep, 1 
Inſtead of watching all may ſleep. 
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SONG XXI. 


The PARSLY BE. 


Sung by Miſs Hooper at Sadler's Wells. 


OUNG 7 in her fifteenth year, 
\ Of lovely ſize and frolick air, 
Oft thought on whatjher mammy aid, 
Concerning of the Parfly Bed. 


To dandle dollies on my knee, 
I now am grown too big, cried the, 
I'll have a live one in their ſtead, 


Or elſe I'll ſpoil the Parſly Bed. 


Away the little trifler ran 

To find out Hodge her father's man, 
I prithee lend me, lad, thy ſpade, 
And I'll turn up your Parſly Bed. 


She dug away like any Turk, 

But all in vain the Simple work'd ; 
At length fatigu'd, the feeble maid 
With tears bede wid the Parſly Bed. 


Nay miſtreſs, nay, ſaid Hodge, don't cry : 
We've yet another patch to try: 

And there indeed they better ſped, 

But it was not the Parſly Bed. 
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SONG XXIL 
NUMMERLESS KISSES. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe at Vauxhall. De words by &. 
Charles Hanbury Williams. ä 


For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
t why in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have ? 
I'm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 
Then prithee dear Chloe be kind; 
For ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To number's I'll ne'er be confin'd. 


Du Chloe, come give me ſwect kiſſes, 
u 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flowers that enamel the fields, 
Count the flock that on Tempe are ſtraying, 
Or the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore, 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given 

I ſtill ſhall be aſking for more. 


Toa heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart, which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 
In my arms I's for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is, 

My life on thy lips ſhall. be ſpent, 
ut the wretch who can number his kiſſes, 
Will always with few be content. 


Tt] 
SONG XXII, 
Sung by Miſs Stevenſon at Vauxhall. 


HY 27 iwain, ſo blythe and clevery 


Do you leave me all in ſorrow 2? 
Three whole days are gone for ever, 
Since you ſaid you'd come to morrow. 
If you lov'd but half as I do, 
You'd been here with looks ſo bonny, 
Love has flying wings, I well know, 
Not for ling' ring lazy Johny. 


What can he be now a doing ? 
Is he with the laſſes maying ? 
He had better here be wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing. 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer ſorrow ; 
ff he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me ſo to morrow. 


Does ſome ſav'rite rival hide thee ? 
Let her be the happy creature; 
Fl not plague myſelf to chide thee: 

Nor diſpute with her a features: 
But ] can no longer tarry, a 

Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow; 
1 may loſe the time to marry, 

If I reach beyond to morrow. 


Think not ſhepherd, thus to brave me, 
IH I'm yours, away no longer, 

ou won't, another Il have me, 
I may cool, but not grow fonder. 

If your lovers, girls, forſake you, 
Whine not in deſpair and * Sa z 

1 another lad may make ye, 
82 ſar none beyond tomorrow, 
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SONG XXIV. 
The happy Bacchanalan . 


ILL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
Laugh and worldly cares deſpile 2 
Sorrow ne'er can bring relief, 
Joy from drinking will ariſe. 
Why ſhould we with wrinkled care, 
Change what nature made fo fair ? 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt, 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire ; 

Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my deſire. 

What the world can more preſent, 

Will not add to my content ; 

Drink, and ſet your minds at reft, 


Quiet of mind is always beſt. 


Buſy brains, we know, alas! 
With imaginations run 
Like ſand in the hour glaſs ; 


Turn'd and turn'd, and ſtills runs on, 


Never knowing when to ſtay, 

But unealy every way; 

Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always beſt, 


Mirth, when mingled without wine, 
Makes the heart alert and free; 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, 
Still the ſame thing 'tis with me. 
There's no fence againſt our fate 
Changes daily on us wait ; 
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Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt, 


SONG XXV. 
A New Song in honour of the King of Pruffia, 


OUSE Britons, rouſe, and face the ſoe. 
Support your Royal Brave Alhe ; 
His ardour, imitate and throw 
Deſtruction on their perſidy. 
CHORUS: 
Tune, tune your notes to chearful ſtrains, 
Ye lov'ly nymphs and jolly ſwains, 
With joyful hearts we'll gladly fing, 
Long live the brave, the Pruſſian King. 


Let Poctiers, Creſly's battles ſpur 
Thy ſleeping valour into fame: 
Convince the French without demur, 
You've caught a ſpark of Fredrick's flame. 
: CHORUS. 
Tune, tune your notes, &c. 


O may ſucceſs on him attend, 
Who does fo well defend his cauſe : 
Join Britons, join our noble friend; a 
Firſt beat the French, then give them laws, 
CHORUS. 8,4 
Tune, tune your notes to chearful ſtrains, 
Ye lov'ly nymphs and jolly ſwains, 
With joyful hearts we'll gladly ſing, 
Long live the brave, the Pruſſian Ring. 
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SONG XXVI. 


The King of Prufha's March. 


F HAT honours are to Fredrick due, 
The Pruſſian's matchleſs kins, 
And his immortal glories too, 
Who can forbear to ſing. 

To ſhare his crown with hatred keen, 

Four ſovereigns had agreed, 
The Gallic king, Hungary's queen, 

The ſavage Ruls ang 8 


The princes of the empire came 
To aid the baſe deſign; 

'Thro' terrot of th' Imperial name, 
Unwilling aid they join. N 

Tho' num' rous hoſts of foes ſurround 
His juſt, but envy'd throne, 

Undaunted he maintains his ground, 
And "=O? in heav'n anne, 

He met, he fought them, and o'erthrew ; 
Whole armies wear his chain: | 

Time never ſuch an hero knew, 
Nor never will again. 

Daun's laurels wither on his head ; 

Lorrain drink on and die; 

Soubiſęe and Hilbourghauſen dread 
Vour fate again to fly. 


Th' Hungarian queen now feels he ſmart 
Of perjury and pride : 
Her haughty and malicious heart, 
No more ſhall oaths deride, 
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Great Prince, ſuſtain thy noble mind ! 
Should ſtill new armies riſe, 
Their fury is by heav'n deſign'd, 
To ſwell thy victories, 


SONG XXVIL 


Surg by Wis Hooper at Sadler's Wells. 

HEN Collin firſt laid a briſk ſiege tomy heart, 
To deceive me with words was his plan, 
And he thought to ſubdue each nature with art; 

O vain inſignificant man! 


With inſolent ſcorn, I oft bid him depart 
To the Spaniards, the Turks, or Japan ; 
You'l} find fir my nature's too much tor your art, 
Betroth me as ſoon as you can. 


While love and fierce paſſion (till lurks in the rear, 
Fair modeſty keeps in the van; 

No woman was ever what the would appear, 
And rarely unmaſkt to a man. | 


'Tis darknels brings all our beauties to light, 
Whole gloom lerves inſtead ofa fan: 

When ſweet inclination aids virtue, good night, 
And woman ſtill proves the beſt man. 


SONG XXVIII. 


ELLEN A andPOLLY. 


Sung by Miſs Hooper. 
ELLLENA with affecting mien, 
Tries all the power of art; 
Let finds her e Forts all in vain, 
To gain a ſiagle heart, 
C 
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Hellena's hau ghty air deſtroys 
What native charms in{pire : 
While Polley's artleſs ſhining eyes, 

Sets all the world on fire. 


Hellena may our pity move, 
But Polly gives us pain, 

And while ſhe ſmiles us into love, 
Her ſiſter ſmiles in vain. 
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The GOLDFINCH t CHL OF. 


HILST to the diſtant vale I wing, 
Nor wait the ſlow return of ſpring ; 

Rather in leafeleſs groves to dwell, 

Than in my Chloe's warmer cell, 

Give me, miſtreſs, ſince by thee 

I firſt was taught ſweet liberty, dear liberty. 


There round me when the feathered choir 
Attentive liſten and admire ; : 
I'll tell upon the topmolt ſpray, 

Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 
And in priſon, learn'd from thee 

To warble forth ſweet liberty. 


But in return for all my care, 
May Thyrſis ſoon the loſs repair; 
Like me in gaudy liv'ry. dreſt, 
To Chloe be a welcome gueſt, 
With deepattention dwell on thee, 
And loſe his own ſweet liberty. 


—— . 
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SONG XXX. 
T7/: POSITIVE FAIR. 


Guug by Miſs Thomas at Marybone Gardens. 


W 


The ks would perſuade, and talk till RY ves 
Love's lure to catch youth in the prime; 

Why if one muſt once like the oppoſite lex, 
I think ſeventeen the right time. 


ELV, if I continue, but in the ſame mind 
[ never ſhall wed I proteſt, 
There's ſomething to ſhocking in all the male 
kind, | 
That bad my Thoughts pictur'd the beſt. 


They tell it as ſtrange, I ſhould be fo annoy 'd 
At men who weremeant for our good ; 

But what's in one's nature we cannot avoid, 
I'd be in the mode if I cou'd. 


The ſhepherds all wonder that from them I fly, 
If ſeen o'er the plain as I go : 

Why ſtill let them wonder at diſtance, ſay J, 
The men ſhould be always kept lo, 


Young Collin declares my averſion's a joke, 

And thinks in my heart to ſucceed , 
For woman, he ſays, never thought as ſhe {poke ; 3 
l " obliging indeed. 


He caught r me juſt now, and it came in his head 
To kiſs me, but from him I tore; 
Vet really believe, had he done as he ſaid, 
H: Could not have frightened me more. 7 
S 2 


— 


281 
I hope that ſuch freedoms he'll ne'er again uſe: 
My fixt reſolution to try; 


For oh ! I'm certain I ſhall not refuſe, 
I mean that I ſhall not comply. 


SONG XXXI. 


The fawourite Hymn of Eve. 


H chearful along the gay mead 


The daifies and cowſlips appear! 
The flock as they careleſsly feed, 
Rejoice in the ſpring of the year. 
The myrtles that ſhade the gay bow'rs, 
The herbage that ſprings trom the ſod ; 
Trees, plants, cooling fruits and ſweet flow'rs, 


All raiſe to the praiſe of my Ged. 


Shall man the great maſter of all, 
The only inſenſible prove? 
Forbid it fair gratitude's call ! 
Forbid it devotioa and love 
Thee, lord, who ſuch wonders could raile, 
And ſtill can deſtroy with a nod: 
My lips ſhall inceſſantly praiſe, 
My ſoul ſhall be wrapt in my God. 


SONG XXXII. 


ABALLAD fer the year 1758. 


AST year all the cry | 
Was that taxes ran high, 


And the revenue funk by foul play; 
That our fleets were defeated, 
Our armies ill treated, 

And commerce quite gone to decay. 
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Portmakhone we had loit, 
And our fleets on the coaſt 
Paraded, but dared not attack 
That they went with a ſhow 
Of a terrible blow, 
But return'd molt ingleriouſly back. 


For the ſcourge of our foes 
A Pit then arole, 
Th' aſlerter of liberty: s caule z 
Corruption then fled, 
Nor would vice thew her head, 
For virtue was guarded by laws, 


The trumpet of fame, 
Then ſounded the name 

Of Howe; to Gallia he paſt, 
And bid ner prepare 
Such a clarion to hear, 


That the bulwarks ſhould ſhake at the blaſt. 


Nor warn'd ſhe in vain, 
For France once again, 

Pult the force of a maritime pow'r ; 
Britich hearts were employ'd, 
French firength was deitroy'd, 


And her conquelts were talk'd of no more. 


Boſcawen went forth. 
And far in the North 
Spread the glories of Britain's fair iſle ; 
Old Neptune and Mars 
Grant ſuccels to the Tars, 
And the heavens prepitiouſly fmile, 


Cape Briton's our own, 
Frontenac is o ee 
C 3 
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And Senegal gloriouſly won; 
Commerce lends us its aid, 

_ And now flouriſhes trade. | 

Whilſt that of our foes is undone. 


No more we complain 
We are flaves, to maintain 
Troops uſeleſs, and ſhips unemploy'd ; 
Heart and hand we combine, 
With our leaders to joip, 
Till our enemies all are deſtroy'd. 


May our forces abroad 
Still continue a rod, 
To ſcourge lawleſs ambition and pride ; 
And may patriet zeal 
For our country's weal, 
At home in our council's preſide. 


Then let bach honeſt heart, 
Before we depart, 
Fill a glaſs to the toaſt I propoſe ; 
May the fifty and nine 
With the laſt year combine, 
To humble the pride of our foes, 


SONG XXXIIL 


& 2 bumpers lull all cares to reſt ; 

'Tis bumpers makes misfortunes ſweet, 
*Tis bumpers cure the wounded breaſt, 

And bumpers make all fouls compleat. 


We'll drink to all our friends we know, 
We'll drink to all in grief and ſorrow ; 
We'll drink to all we love below; 
For bumpers make to-day 10 morrow. 
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We' drink to ev'ry honeſt ſoul, 
Who from his. word would never fly, 
That loves his friend, that loves his bowl, 
And who for him would freely die. 


For bumpers gain the brave ſaccebs 3 
And bumpers make true virtue ſhine, 
*Tis bumpers gain our miſtreſs, 
And bumpers make all fouls ſublime. 


*Tis bumpers make the poor man rich; 
And bumpers make us free from care, 
"Tis bumpers make ns that we wiſh, 
And bumpers make us what we are. 


SONG XXXIV. 
A Sing for three Voices. 


RITANNIA's ſons rejoice, 
To George exalt your voice, 
. God fave the king; 
In whoſe auſpicious reign 
Cape Breton we regain, 
And in recording ſtrain, 
Victory ling. 


Amberſt and Boſcawen, 

With all their Britiſh men, 
Like Heroes ſhone ; 

Thanks be to patriot Pitt, 

Wheſe penetrating wit 

And witidom judg'd it fit 
To ſet them on, 
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© grant thus nobly won, 

That never Cape Breton 
Again may fall; 

May britiſh bands protect, 

While britiſh hearts direct, 

And Gallic ſchemes detect, 
God ſave us all. 
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s O NG XXXV, 
A Drinking Song, frem a Cullectian at Berlix. 


ET Euler go meaſure the ſun, 
His knowledge muſt truckle to mine; 
I meaſure the fize of my tun, 
And I know it in bottles of wine. 


Let Meyer chop logic for nought, 
A tyllogiſt is but an aſs, 

While I without waſting a thought, 
Can infer from the bottle, the laſs. 


Let Haller miſpend half his time, 

Oer moſs, weeds and rubbiſh to peur, | 
I only leck out for 2 rhime, 
As himſelf wiſcr once did before. 


Let Bodmer his inference draw, 

And ſtoutly with caſuiſſs fight; 

He might as well ballance a ſtrau; 
He will never put oll to flight. 


And in ages to came, tho' they cry, 
Such men when again ſhall we ſce ; 
When I am forgot, what care I, 
What are ages to come pray to me? 


4 
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8 NG XXXVL 
RITAINs GLORY. A Cantata. Tie Words by 
Mr. Derrick. 


RECITATIVE, 


ARK ! the ſhrill trumpets martial fron bac 
we} --. 
And the hoat le crum I the kindled War. 


AIR. 


Now glory her banners unfold to the fley ; ; 

The Tempeſt is up, the confuſion grows bigh ; : 
Affrighted, meck peace flies the hoſtile alarms, 
And Europe, all Europe now glitters in arms. 


Too long with unſaited ambition and pride, 


We have teen the French monarch o'er liberty ſtride ; 


All treaties deſpifing and trampling on law; 
What proweſs his inſolent progreſs ſhall awe ? 


Fair freedom's firſt born, ſo has fate long decreed, 
Britannia ſhall reap all the fame of the deed; 
Her arm ſhall determine his arrogant reign, 
While ſhe her wide empire reſumes o'er the main, 


RECITATIVE. 


Propitious, ſee her hardy ſons ariſe, 

Ruſh to the fight, and ſhouting rend the ſkies ; 
Theſe ſhall prevent ambitions haughty ſway,- 
And ſtop the daring tyrant in his way. 


[34] 
* AIX. 


Freedom the ſons of Britain fires 
And patriot zeal their ſoul inſpires; 
Who glows not with the gen' rous flame, 
Baſely uſurps a Briton's name. 
Thus we the worth of freedom taught, 
When Blenheim's gallant field we Boch , 
The blaſted lilly hung its head, 
And France's nobleſt blood was ſhed, 


Her pride no more the world ſhall awe; 
Nor give to ſubject nations law; | 


Another Edward ſhakes her ſhore, 


Brave as Plantagenet of yore ; 
Again ſhe ſinks beneath her pow'r, 
And virtue hails the happy hour. 
Such ever be the fate of pride, 

Do fell the race which Jove defy'd. 


SONG XXXVIL 
Sung by Miſs Formentel at Ranelagh, 


AMON believe not your Jenny's untrue, 
Nor think that ſhe's falſe and inconſtant to you 


Think yon tow'ting mount of itſelf ſhall remove, 


Ere Damon you doubt of the truth of my love. 


Yon clear chryſtal ſtream ſhall mountains o'erflow, 
And on the hard rock the pale primroſe thall blow ; 
In queſt of the lien, the lambkin ſhall range, 
*Eer Jenny's fix'd paſſion ſhail leſſen or change. 


Upon the ſmooth grecn, when ſhepherds advance 
To hail May's return with the tabor and dance; 
It Damon is abſent I quit the glad throng, 

And join my complaint to the nightingale's ſong. 
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[ 35 ] 
The pain which 1 ſuffer, my flocks ſeem to know, 
And frolick and play as to leſſen my woe 


I cry, ceaſe dear lambkins your ſporting and play ; 
You cannot delight while my Damon's away. 


No toil ſhall diſcomfort while Damon's in ſight ; 

The ſun's piercing rays can ſummer delight; 

And winter's rude tempeſt ſhall ſtill find me gay, 
For bleſt with my ſhepherd each month will be May, 


SONG XXXVII. 


ENGLISH HEROISM againſt French Invader. 


: 18 rumour'd the French will ſoon viſit ourcoaſt, 

And pour on this iſle an invincihle hoſt, : 

We're prepar'd and will fing howe'er proudly they boaſt, 

Oh! the bold blades of old England, and O old Eng- 
land's bold Blades. 


Where wiſdom and valour and honeſty join, 

And no knaviſh arts their exertions confine, 
When work'd up to action how greatly they thine ! 
O the bold, &c. 


When juſt George bid Amherſt and Boſcawen arm, 

To Louiſbourg fly, and with cannan alarm : 1 
Down, down fell its walls by their loud muſic's charm, 
O the bold, &c. 


When Keppel, Marſh, Sayer, ſhap'd to Aſric their way, 
Sennegal and Goree yielded ſoon to their ſway, 

And hence the French ſſave trade is made Britiſh prey, 
0 the bold, &c. . 
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Mid the rich ſugar Iſlands what ſpirit we've ſhown, 
There Barrington, Moore, are our thunders well known, 
By your valiant Words Guadeloupe”! is our own. 

O the bold, &c. 


Behold Wolfe and Townſhend in glory's bright way, 


Towards Quebeck marching in dreadful array ; 
Ye fates ! vict'ry give, as on Blenheim's great day. 


. © the bold, &c. 


Among our naval ſons who to honours aſpire, 
See Saunders and Holmes, and Durell dart their fre 


Full oft have their broadſides bid Frenchmen retire. 
O the boud, &c. ä 


St. Maloes and Cherbourg, and Havre proclaim 


The ardours heroic which Britons inflame ; 3 
The marks left behind them enternize their name. 
O the bold, &C, | 


Reflect, my good Britons, en Dettingens field, 
When George, with dire ſlaughter, made Fren 

ſquadrons yield; | 
In return, ye militia, our brave monarch ſhield. 


O * brave, &c. 


Call rp third Edward's ſhade, bid fifth Henry appear, 


Survey but their looks, you'll be ſtrangers to fear 

Thoſe kings conquer'd France ; ſhall the F rench 
triumph here? 

No, no, my bold, & | 


Rife gallznt Prince Edward, the God of the main 
Invites thee to ſhare in his wat'ry reign, 


"Thengraſp Britains flag andi its honour maintain. 
© the my Gee, 
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4 SONG XXXIX. 


. 
1 | The Shadwell Tars farewell, Sung by Mr. A\lkins af 
1 Sacler's Wells. 


7 


HEN we deareſt Nell ſhall be parted, 
O think not that ill can betide; 
"Tis death thus to lee thee fad hearted, 
Tho' I fear not the french's broadſide. 
We're going to plough the rough ocean, 
In ſcarch of a treacherous foe ; 
Reſolv'd when his fleet is in motion, 
3 To give it a terrible blow. 
"CHORUS. 
With cannon by fate well directed, 
We'll curb the proud navy of France; 
| Defeat the invaſion projected, 
And teach the Monſieurs a new dance, 


Near Mile-end, when robbers ſurrounded, 

This ſtick cut from tough Britiſh oak, 
Their clubs and their piſtols confounded, 

And fell'd two huge thieves at a ſtroke, 
This brave oaken towel ſo truſty, 

Which could ſuch mean villains withſtand ; 
Vill ſurely deal blows ſtout and luſty, 

On thoſe who would ravage our land. 

With cannon, Se. 


How blith lives the bold Britiſh ſailor ! 
Good flip and good punch his delight 

He dreads not on board a ſtern goaler 

F But ſings on from morning till night: 


D 
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Whilft frenchmen in gallies are ſighing, 
Condemn'd to the oar and the chain; 
Their officers heed not their crying, 


But laſh them the more they complain, 
With cannon, @c. 


But hark, Stepney bells are a ringing, 
The gale watts the ſweet muſic nigher ; 
Methinks I to battle am ſpringing, 
Midſt thunder and whirlwinds of fire: 
Ring louder, ye bells, O ring louder, 
And victory muſt be your own , 
Whilſt Frenchmen exhauſting their powder, 
Their ſignal defeat ſhall bemoan. 
With cannon, Sc. 


One kiſs, deareſt Nell, and I leave you, 
Take care of our Dicky and Nan; 
By Neptune I'll never deceive you, 
But toaſt you in every cann. 
When | in my hammock am rowling, 
Ii dream ot my Nelly my dove; 
Abroad never once go a ſtroling, 
But come back quite brimtul of love. 
With cannon, Ge. 


SONG XL. 
On the preſent Times. 


E courtiers diſgrac'd, 
Wro would tain be replac'd, 
Who murmur in each ſituation; 
And to come at your ends, 
Rail at all our beſt friends, 
W ho ſtudy the good of the nation. 
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You would fain make us think, 
Like you they love chink, 
Like you tor French gold would betray ; 
Thus harlots will clatter, 
And the virtuous beſpatter, 
Who ne'er like themſelves went aſtray, 


Learn hence, and be ſure 
That ev'ry ſuch lure, 
Thrown out our beſt ſchemes to deccat. 
Tends only to prove 
Their hatred, not love, 


To the people as well as the ſlate. 


3reat Malbro's plan, 
Under glorious Queen Anne, 
Was intended our foes to debaſe ; 
But an,envious faction, 
Put an end to all action, 
To patch up an inglorious peace, 


Then Britons beware, 
For juſt ſuch a ſnare, 
By the now diſcontented is laid; 
Who miſchief are brewing, 
Your credit to ruin, 
"Phat juſt ſuch a peace may be made. 


Now ſince we have got 
Potleffion of what 

Will fetter their hands for the future, 
Let's ſtill keep them under, 
Vrom ravage and plunder, 

Tho Holland ſhould be their adjutor, 
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„„ 


Let it never be ſaid, | 
That England's afraid 1 
Of France with the Dutch on their ſide; 5 
No, no, let th-m brag, 
Still Britain's old flag 
On the ocean triumphant ſhall ride. 


No fear of this realm, 
While Pitt's at the helm, 
Who ne'er to corruption was prone 5 
Had he firſt been our pilot, 
All attempts we might ſmile at, 
And Minorca had ſtill been our own. 


Since Ferdinand's ſword, 
So juſtly ador'd, 
Has beat the Monſieurs from their trenches ; 
Let a peace, when 'tis made, 
Shew we're no way afraid 


Of either our blood or expences. 
SONG KXLI. 


Set by Mr. Wogan, Sung at Vauxhall, 


URE a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen, 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſs'd as of late I have been. 


I know not I vow any harm I have done, 


But my mother oft tells me ſhe'll have me a nun, 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, : 
Should be ſentenc'd to pray, to faſt and to cry; 


With ways ſo devout I'm not like te be won, 
And my heart it loves frolic too well for a nun, 


[+4] 


To hear the men flatter; and promiſe, and ſwear, 
Is 2 thouſand times better to me I declare; 
I cani keep mylelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone ; 
Nay beſides I'm too handſome, I think, for a nun. 


Not to love or be lov'd, oh! I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent to, one canret tell where; 
To live or to die in this caſe were all one, 

Nay, I ſooner would die then be reckoned a nun. 


Perhaps, but to teize me, ſhe threatens me ſo, 
I'm ſure, was ſhe me, ſhe would ſtoutly ſay no; 
But, if ſhe's in earn: it, I from her will run, 
And be married in ſpite, that I mayn't be a nun. 


SONG KXLIL 


K. by Mr. Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 


TYALZEMON lov'd Paſtora, 
Paſtora ſigh'd for Damon; 
But Damon lov'd Aurora, 
Aurora young Palæmon. 


Palæmon gave Paſtora, 

A wreath and ſhepherd's crook ; 
And Damon gave Aurora, 

A knot and reaping hook. 


Paſtora gave to Damon, 
A cap with chaplets crown'd ; 
Aurora gave Palzmon, 
A pipe with hazel bound, 
D 3 
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The cap with chaplets crown'd, 
_ Young Damon gave Aurora 
The pipe with hazel bound, 
Palzmon gave Paſtora. 


The wreath and ſhepherd's crook, 
Paſtora g ve to Damn; 

The knot ard reaping h ok, 
Aurora gave Palzmoa. 


So croſsly turn'd their preſents went, 
Their loves ſo odly varied; 

That every token which was ſent, 
It's true deſign miſearried. 


SONG XLIII. 
Set by Mr. Berg. Sung ot Ranelagh. 


| Y Kitty cries, was Damon wiſe, 
His paſſions I'd approve 3 
But like the bee, ſo gay ſo free, 


Her merit's not my love : * 


From maid to maid, his heart has ſtray' d, 
Which each new face has won; 
My fpirit's great, a ſhare I hate, 
I' have him all or none. 


Her reas'ning ſuch, I wonder much, 
Herſelf ſhe cannot ſee ; 
For, oh! the fawn, that ſkips the lawn, 
Is not fo wild as ſhe. | 
Each amorous ſwiin, breath'd out his pain, 
To all ſhe lends an ear; 
The caſe is thus, and which of us, 
In love's moſt inſincere? 
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1 often cry, dear Kitty why 
Should youth in vain be ſpent ; 

In Hymens bands, let's join our hands, 
And live with each content; 

But her reply, commands a ſigh, 
"S ths Pamon, patient wait; 

Grow wile and mend, I'll be your friend, 
And leave the reſt to fate. 


Ye pow'rs above, who rule o'er love, 
Our giddy thoughts confine ; 

My heart wou'd her, o'er all prefer, 
Wou'd ſhe be only mine: 

She thinks 'tis ſtrange, that I ſhou'd range, 
I think ſhe waſtes her charms 


nd plainly fee, we ſhan't agree, 


Till in each other's arms. 
SONG XLIV. 


Jenny Grey. Sung by Mr. Beard 


2 Phœbus from Parnaſſian bow'rs, 
A chaplet of poetic flowers, 
+ That far outbloom the May; 
Bring verſe ſo ſmooth, bring thoughts ſo free, 
And all the muſes heraldry, > 
To blazon Jenny Grey. 


Obſerve yon Almonds rich perfume, 
Preventing ſpring with early bloom, 
In 1 tint how gay : 
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Thus foremoſt of the bluſking fair, 
With ſuch a blithſome, buxom air, 
Blooms lovely Jenny Grey. 


The merry, chirping, plumy throng, 

The bi ſhes and the'twigs among, 
Th pipe the [ylvan lay; 

All ! uſh'd at her delightful voice, 

In filent extaiy rejoice, 


And ſtudy Jenny Grey. 


Ye balmy odour breathing gales, 

That lightly ſweep the green rob'd vales, 
And in each roic-buſh play: . 

I know you all, you're arrant cheats, 


And ſteal your more than mertal iweets, 


From lovely Jenny Gray. 


Pomona thou goddeſs bright, 
The maid's and floriſt's delight, 
In vain thy charms diſplay ; 
Nor can the neCtarine's juicy peach, 
In richneſs or in ſweetneſs reach 


The lips of Jenny Gray. 


To the ſweet knot of graces three, 
Th' immortal bagg of bards agree, 
A wnetultax Wpay ; 
There yet remains of matchleſs worth, 
There yet remains a lovelier fourth, 


And ſhe is Jenny Gray. 
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SONG XLV. 


The Honeſt Confeſſion. . Sing at Ranilagh. 


Y mother cries Betſey be ſhy, 
| Whenever the Men would intrude ; 
know not the reaſon, not I, 
But I'd take her advice it I cou'd. 


Alexis ſtept up t'other diy 
To kiſs me, and aſk'd if he ſhou d; 
Pray what cou'd a ſhepherdeſs ſay; 
But I'd fain have ſaid no if I cou'd, 


My mother remembers the time 
When the like a veſtal was mew'd; 
Now, this I conceive was a crime, 

And I'd not be ſerv'd fo if I con'd 
If I'm with Alexis ſhe'll chide, 
She ſays perhaps he may be rude ; 
Iwill not pretend to decide, 

But I ſancy he wou'd it ke cou'd. 


Lf May morn tript o'er the plain, 
He faw me and quickly perceiv'd ; 
f heart'ly laugh'd at the ſwain, 
I'd catch you he cry'd if I cou'd. 


Weil, ſoon he o'ertook my beſt haſte, 

And ſwore he'd be conſtant and N | 

I vew 'n live decent and chaſte, = 
Butt d marry the ſwain if 1 cou . 


Y. v 
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SONG XLVI. 


dung by Mr. Lowe at Vauxhall, 
I. 


1 Told my Nymph, I told her true, 
My fields were ſmall, my flock were few ; 
W hile fault'ring accents ſpoke my fear, 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 
That Flavia might, Sc. 


1, 


Of crops deſtroy'd by vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold ; 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear ; 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 

And is not, &c. 


III. 


How, chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind, 
She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous tear; 
And is not Flavia then ſincere? 

And is not, &c. 


IV. 


How, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, 
My Flavia muſt not hape for dreſs: 
This tco ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. 

And Flavia, &c, 
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V. 


Go, ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains, f 

Go, reap the plenty of your plains ; 

Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 

I know my Flavia's love ſincere. 
] know my Flavia's, & c. 


SONG XLVIL 


* | Sung by Mr, Lowe. 


In Jratation of HORACE, Book v. Ode 15. 
I. 


li moon fhone forth ſerenely bright, 
And all the leſſer ſtars gave light, 
To witneſs Cælia's ſhame. 
Ye highly injur'd Gods, declare 
The tender oath ye heard her ſwear, 
That blaſted all her fame, 
That blaſted, Sc. 


II. 


She ſwore, while wolves the lambs deſtroy, 
Or dread Orion's ſtorms annoy | 
The bark in winter's fea ; | \ 
While zephyr fans Apollo's locks, 
Or ſhepherds pipe to fleccy flocks, 
Cur love thou'd mutual be. 
Our love, Tc. 


L 48 J 
III. 


Yet Cælia may repent too late, 
For lighted love ſoon turns to hate, 

And Strephon will diſdain; | 
The Nymph who baſely ſhares her heart, 
And gives an envy'd rival part, 

To give her lover pain. 
To give her, Sc. 


IV. 


To thee who mocking hears my ſighs, 
And quaffs loves nectar from her eyes, 
This ſecret truth I tell ; 
Shou'd Cupi- lend thee all his power, 
She'll watch iome ſtill unguarded hour, 
And ind thus too farewel. 
And bid, Sc. 


S O NG XLVIII. 


Sung by Miß Stevenſon at Vauxhall. 
J. 


LL attendants apart, 
Fezamin'd my heart, 
Laſt night when I laid me to reſt: 
And methinks I'm inclin'd 
To a change of my mind, 
Fer you know lecond t“ oughts are the be? 
For you know, Ec. 


3 
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II. 


To retire from the crowd, 
And make ourſelx es good, 
By avoiding of ev'ry temptation, 
Is in truth to reveal 
What we'd better conceal, 
That our paſſions want ſome regulation, 
That our paſſions, &c. 


III. 


It will much more redound 
. To our praile tobe found, 
In a world fo abounding with evil, 
Unipotted and pure, 
Tho' not ſo demure, 
And to wage open war with the Devil, 
And to wage, @c. 


IV, 


In bidding farewel 
To the thoughts of a cell, 4 
Fll prepare for a militan life; I 
And if brought to diſtreſs, | | 
Why then liconfels, | 
And do p.nance in ſhape of a wife. 
And do, &c. 


L 50 ] 


SONG XLIX. 


Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, 


I. 
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HEN tutor'd under mama's care, 

Sueh charms I did inherit. : 

She gave ſtrict charge that none ſhou'd dare. | 

IL o curb my growing ſpirit, | 

My neck and boſom ne'er were hid, 

Romances ever reading; 

To hold my head up I was bid, 

That I might ſhew my breeding. 

That, Se. 


II. 


By turns I play'd the flirt and prude, 
Affected joy and ſorrow ; 

And what to-day was monſtrous rude, 

I thought polite to-morrow. 

By dukes and earls I was adireſt, 
Each fop ſure of ſucceeding ; 

Of ev'ry one I made a jeſt, , 
That I might ſhew my breeding, ; 

That I might, Sc. 4 


II. 


Young Damon too confelt a flame, 

And rivals I had many; 

Bur though I us'd him juſt the ſame, 
I =yY him beſt of any: 
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With tears and ſighs he often ſwore 
For me his heart was bleeding; 
T only plagu'd him ſtill the more, 
That I might ſhew my Ry p 
That, Ce. 


IV. 


Enrag'd, he vow'd to break his chain, 
Amd fly to ſmiling Kitty; 

I could not bear to meet diſdain 
For one not hal: lo pretty; 


With gentler words I bade him ſtay, 


For pardon fell to pleading ; 
We went to church, and from that day; 
I thew'd him better breeding, 
| ſhew'd, Sc. 


SONG L. 


The Fairing. Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, 


* 


S I went o'er the meadows, no matter the 


day, 


A thepherd I met, who came tripping that way, 


} was going to fair all ſo bonny and gay: 


He aſk'd me to let him to go with me there, 
No harm ſhall come to you, young damſel, 1 ſwear, 


F] buy you a fairing to put in your hair, 
Flt buy you, Ce. 
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II. 


You've a great way to go, it is more than a mile; 

We'll reſt, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon ſtile ; 

I've a (tory to tell, that will charm you the while, 

To go with him farther I did not much care, 

But ſtill 1 went on, tho' ſuſpecting a ſnare, 

For I dream'd of a fairing to come from the fair. 
For I dream'd, &c, 


III. 


To make me more eaſy, he ſaid all he cou'd, 

I threaten'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be good, 

For I'd not for the world he ſhou'd dare to be rude : 

Young Roger had promis'd, and baulk'd me laſt year, 

If he thou'd do to, 1 wou'd eo no more there, 

Tho' I long'd &'er ſo much for a gift from the fair. 
Tho' I long'd, Sc. 


IV. 
When we got to the ſtile, he wou d ſcarce be ſaidg 
. No, 
He preſs' d my ſoft lips, as if there he wou'd grow; 
Take care how that way for the ſhepherd you go. 
Confounded I ran, when I found out his ſnare, 
Noribbon, Icry'd, from ſuch hands will I wear, 


Nor go while I live for a gift to the fair. 
Nor go, &c. 
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SONG LI. 


Sung by Miſs Stevenſon. 
J. 


HAT I might not be plagu'd with the Nonſenfe 
of Men. 
I promis'd my mother again and again, 
To ſay as ſhe bids me wherever I go, 
And to all that they aſk, or wou'd have, tell em; 
No. 
And to all, &c. 


IL, 


I really believe I have frighten'd a ſcore, | 

They'll want to be with me, I warrant, no more; 

And I own I'm not ſorry for ſerving them ſo; 

Were the ſame thing to do, I again ſhou'd ſay no, 
Were the ſame, &c. 


III. 


For a ſhepherd I like, with more courage and art, 

Won't let me alone, tho' I bid him: depart ; 

Such queſtions he puts, ſince I anſwer him ſo, 

That he makes me mean yes, tho my words are (till ns, 
That he makes, &c, 


IV. 


He aſk'd, did I hate him, or think him too plain > 
{Let me cie, if he is not a clever young ſwain) 
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If he ventur'd a kiſs, if 1 from him wou'd go ? 
Then he preſs'd my young lips, while I bluſh'd, and 
| | ſaid no. 


| Then he preſs'd, Sc. 
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V. 


He aſk d, if my heart to another was gonc, 
If I'd have him to leave me, and ceaſe to love on, 
If I meant all my life-long to antwer him ſo; 
i faulter'd, and ſigh'd, and reply d to him, no, 
I faulter'd, Se. 


VI. 


This morning, an end to his courtſhip he made, 
Will Phillis live longer a virgin? he ſaid: 

If I preſs you to church, will you ſcruple to go? 
In a hearty good humour I anſwer'd, no, no, 
Ina hearty, Cc. 


SONG I. II. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


J. 


TIN me not in love or wine, 
' I'll have full draughts of either; 
Round me ſprings the mantling vine, 
Bacchus, haſte you hither. 
Round me, Se. 
See, ſee the grape bleeds to repleniſh my cup: 
I''lerink it, Silenus; I'll drink it all up: 


E331 
And tho' my ſeet ſtagger, and tho' my eyes roll, 
Ye Bacchanals bring me another full bowl. 

Ye Bacchanals, &c. 


II. 


Truce with your bumpers; Venus now 
The ruddy victor chaces ; 
Send ſome nymph with graceful brow 
To my warm embraces. 
Send ſome, &c. 
See blooming young Hebe is now 6n the wing, 
As ripe as full ſummer, as wanton as ſpring 
Ye fawns and ye dryads, far hence from the Grove, 
*Tis ſilence and gloom that is ſacred to love, 
Ius filence, Se. © | 
III. 
Steering thus from Joy to Joy, 
Careful thoughts I baniſh; 
Time this flame ſhall ne'er deſtroy 3 
. Others blaze and vaniſh. 
Time this flame, &c. | 
Ye Graces and Satyrs, my Chaplet prepare, 
With myrtle and ivy come bind up my hair 
While I in due juſtice your pains will requite, 
By drinking all day, and by loving all night, 
By drinking, Oc. | 


SONG III. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe. Froman A CRE ON. 
. 
N the dead of the Night, when with labour op- 
| reſs'd, 
All mortals enjoy the calm blefſings of reſt, 


Cupid knock'd at my door, I awoke with the noiſe, 
And who ts it (I call'd} that my fleep thus deſtroys? 


"4 


Cre 


"x & 
* 4 * 
„„ 
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I. 


You need not he frightened, he anſwered fo mild, 
Let me in; I'm a little unfortunate Child; 

*Tis a dark rainy night; and I'm wet to the ſkin ; 
And my way I have loſt ; and do pray let me in. 


III. 


I was mov'd with compa ſſion and ſtriking a light, 

I open'd the door, when a boy ſtood in fight, 

Who had wings on his ſhoulders; the rain from hit 
3 dripp'd, 

With a bow and with arrows too he was equip'd, 
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I ſtir'd up my fire, and eloſe by it's fide, 

I ſet him down by me ; with Nepkins I dry'd, 

I chaf d him al! over, kept out the cold air, | 
And I wrung with my hands the wet out of his hair. 


V. 


He from wet and from cold was no ſooner at eaſe, 
But taking his bow up, he ſaid, if you pleaſe 
We will try it ; I would by experiment know 

If the wet hath not damag'd the ſtring of my bow. 


VL 


Forthwith from his quiver an arrow he drew, | 
To the ſtring he apply'd it, and twang went the Yew ; 
The arrow was gone; in my boſom it center'd, 

No ſting of a hornet more ſharp ever enter'd. 


[57] 
VIL 


Away ſkipp'd the Urchin as briſk as a bee, 
And laughing, I wiſh you much joy, friend quoth he; 
My bow is undamag'd, for true went the dart ; 
But you will have trouble enough with your heart, 


SONG LIV. 
STRAWBERRY-HILL, 


l. 


OME cry up Gunnerſbury, for Sion fome declare; 
Some ſay with Chiſwick-houſe no villa can 
compare 
But aſk the Beaux of Middleſex, who know the country 
well 
If Strawberry-Hill, if Strawberry-Hill, don't bear away 
the belle. 2 


II. 


Some love to roll down Greenwich-Hill, for this thing 
1 and for that; 
And ſome prefer ſweet marble hill, though ſure tis 
ſomewhat flat. 
Yet Marble-Hill and Greenwich-Hill, if K----tt---y 
CI- e can tell, 
From IStrawberry- hill, from Strawberry hill, can't 
bear away the belle. 


58 
11. 


Tho' Surry boaſts its oak-lands, and Claremont kept ſo 

| jim, 

And ſome prefer ſweet Southcoats, tis but a dainty 
Whim; 

But aſk the gallant Briſtol, who doth in taſte excel, 

If Strawberry-hill, if Strawberry-hill, don't bear away 


the Belle. 
IV. 


Since Denham ſung of Ccoper's, there's ſcarce a hill 
around, 
But what in ſong or ditty is turn'd to Fairy ground; 
Ah! peace be with their memory, I wiſh them won- 
| rous well, | 
But Strawberry-hill, but Strawberry-hill, will ever 
bear the Belle, 


. 


Great William dwells at Windſor, as Edward did of 
old, 
And many a Gaul, and many a Scot, have found him 
full as bold ; 
On lofty hills, like Windſor, ſuch heroes ought to dw 
Yet the little Folks on Strawhberry-hill like Straus 
ry hill as well. 
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SONG LV. 
A Burleſque en Strawberry<hill, 


J. 


EVE: do cry up College-hill; for Dowgate ſeme 
declare 5 
Some ſay with Fiſh-ſtreet hill no Dunghiſl can compare; 
But aſk the Jades of London town, who know the hills 
full well, 
It Ludgate-hiil, if Ludgate- hill, don't bear away the 
belle. | 


II. 


Jack loves to tramp up Cornhill with Moll and ſunburnt 
Patt; 
And Brick- duſt Nan, o'er Tower-hill will trudge with- 
out a hat; 
But Cornhill, no, nor Tow er-hill, if blear-ey'd Sue 
can tell, 
With Ludgate-hill, with Ludgate-hill, will ever bear 
the belle. 


III. 


et Southwark boaſt St. Margaret's hill, with ſeſſions 
houſe fo j Jim, | 
Tho' ſome prefer ſweet Mary's hill, it's all an empty 
whim : 
For aſk the brims of M iddleſex, who do in vice excel, 
Tf Ludgate-hill, dear Lone wy don't bear away the 
belle, 
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since Francklyn wrote on Strawberry-hill, there's 
ne' er a ſtreet around, 

Where Nell, and ballad-finging Kate, but does this lay 
reſound; 

Then peace be with his flummery, I wiſh him vaſtly 

| well; 

But Ludgate-hill, ſweet Ludgate-hill, will ever bear 

che belle. 


v. 


Great M' Lean rode up Holbourn hill, as Shepherd did 
of yore, 

With cords of hemp about their necks, and ſo will 
hundreds more; 

Whilſt down Snow hill in carts they roll, does toll 
St. pulchre's bell, 

Theſe heroes go in dreadful _ to bid the world fare» 

ve 


one I. 
The TOAST, Sung by Mr. Beard 
; 4 


W HEN Bacchus, jolly God, invites 


To revel in the evening rites, 
In vain his altar I ſurround, 
Tho' with Burgundian incenſe crown'd, 


II. 


No charms, his wine, without the laſs ; 
"Tis love gives relliſn to the gla's; 
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While all arcund in jocund glee, 
In brimmers toaſt the fav'rite the, 


III. 


Tho' ev'ry nymph my lips proclaim, 
My heart ſtil! whiſpers Chloe's name: 
And thus with me, by am'rous ſtealth, 
Still ev'ry glafs is Chloe's health, 


SON G XLYee 


ENCORE , Or, the Lady Volunteer"s Requeſt from the Iſle 
of Wight, May 26, 1758. 


HAT tho” this arm can't wield a ſword, 
Yet let me, Anſon, come on board; 
My voice ſhall help the loud cannon's roar, 


And, one town burnt, I'll cry encore. 
And ene, G&c. 


Britons ſtrike home ſhall be my ſong, 
Revenge on France all Europe's Wrong; 
Fight, fight her fleets, and ne'er give o'er, 
Till her laſt ſhips ſtops my encore. 

Till her, Ec. | 


Am TI deny'd this juſt pretence, 

At leaſt Vil try my voice from hence; 
Shake then, proud France, thro' ev'ry ſhore, 
For behold Marlbro' comes, encore, 


Fer bel old, &c. 
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SONG LIL 


The FRANK. 


HERE was a grave prude,. and her ears they 
. were chaſte, 
Jay on my word, I can't vouch for the reſt ; 
She wou'd make a wry face, and be lure to cry. fyc, 
In a word, ſhe thought ever ſo little awry. 
She xvu'd make a wry, Cc. 


To a member of parliament ſhe was firſt couſin, 

And ſhe uſed to plague him for franks by the dozen 
Till one day a very large pacquet there came, 

And he wrote a paw word there, inſtead of his name. 


Till one day a very, &c, 


This word you may ſee upon many a wall, 
Sometimes wrote with chalk, ſometimes with charcoal, 
Upon many a window, and many a door; 

But never, I think, frank d a letter beſore. 
Upon many a window, Fc. 


This prude being huried in writing one day, 
She took up a frank, and ſhe ſent it away; 
But the thing did not ſcape the poſtman's inſpection, 
Tho' the firſt time he'd ſeen it thus under direction. 

But the thing, Cc. 


He ſtepp'd to the door, and he call'd to the maid, 
And ſmiling around his broad face, to her ſaid, 

My relipects to your miſtreſs, but pray let her know. 
I'm ſorry, but this member's frank will not go. | 


My Reſpefts, Cc. 


l, 


ng : 
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Now, Ladies, take warning by this hiſtory ; 
Examine your franks, leſt they ſhou'd be too free ; 


May your letters bring honour, but never bring ſhame ; 
May they never be frank'd with ſo rough a nick name, 


May your letter, Sc. 


SONO IX. 
The FAIR ING. Sung at Sadler's Wells. 


S Roger the ploughman, a luſty young ſwain, 
A Was whiſtling and trudging it over the plain, 
He met black-ey'd Suſan, whoſe dull maidenhead 
Long had tir'd her more than the pail on her head. 


Neareſt Suſan, ſaid he, well met, in good time, 
I've a favour to aſk, if it is not a crime; R 
Will you go, pretty maiden, with me to the Fair, 
And I'tl give you a Fairing to ſtick in your Hair, 


The damſel reply'd, as the ſtruggled to go, 

I ne'er grant men favours, I'd have you to know; 
To teaze me and follow me, no longer dare, 

I want none of your Fairings to ſtick in my hair, 


But Roger with kiſſes ſo well play'd his part, 

He ſoon found the method to ſoften her heart; 

Grown kinder, ſhe bluſh'd, and cry'd, laſt Night 1 
ſwear, 2 — 

I dreamt of a Fairing to ſtick in my hair, 


The Lovers walk'd on till they came to a grove, 
Where no one cou'd ſee but the arch God of Love ; 
He laid her down gently, ſhe was not aware 

Of the Fairing he gave her that ſtuck in her hair, 


E 


64 
Ye Laſſes of Britain, who ſigh and look wan; 
And pine all your Life, in ſecret for a man, 


While frolick and free, and good-natur'd you are, 
You'll never want Pairings to ſtick in your hair. 


. 


SONG LX. 


1 


Nothing New. By James Worſdale, E/7; 


OU may talk as you will of new modes and 
new faſhions, 
Which whimſical fancics have ever in view; 
You may laugh at new follies, and rail at new pafſions, 
But look all around you, and nothing is new. 
You may talk, Sc. Oc. 
Nothing, nothing, nothing is neab. 


That virgins are whimſical, fickle and coy, 
Affecting to ſhun what they fondly purſue 3 
Coquetting, yet ſighing for conjugal Joy ; 
Confeſs, O ye Lovers [s this folly new ? 
That whimſical, Cc. &c 
Confeſs, confeſs, is this folly new ? 


That Ladies are rakes, and turn'd gameſters, that's 
worſe, | 
And have nought but intrigue and diverſion in view $ 
With loſs of their virtue redeeming their purſe, 
Is a nation's diſgrace and I with it were new. 
That Ladies, &c. &c. 


Twiſh, I wiſh, I wiſh it were new. 


That Frenchmen are robbers, and bravoes in war : 
But drubb'd into manners, their inſolence rue; 
That they ſculk into holes from the brave Engliſh tar, 
And lower their topfails —— is not at all new. 
That Frenchmen, &c. &c. 
Not new, not new; if not at all neau. 


* S 


ar; 
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That the hero of Pruſſia victoriouſiy flies 
From conqueſt to conqueſt o'er thouſands with few z 
T bat Vienna is faithful to all her allics, 
Let England proclaim who has prov'd it not new. 
hat the hero, &c. &c. 1 
Not new, not new, ch bas prod it not new. 


Let Britons unite, and be wiſe as che 're brave, 
And bid to contention and faction Mieu; 
Then glory ſhall crown them as Lords of the wave, 
And their conqueſts of old be ſurpaſs'd by the New. 
Let Britins, &c. &c. 
ur pass d, ſurpaſt d, ſurpaſs d by the nerv. 


SONG LXL 


A Twuch on the Times. By James Worſdale, Eg; 
OME liſten and laugh at the times, i 
Since folly was never ſo ripe; 
For ev'ry man laughs at thoſe rhimes, 
That gives his own follies a wipe, 
We live in a kind of dilguile ; 
We flatter, we lie, and proteſt ; 
While each of us craitily tries 
On others to faſten the jelt, 
Gu olhers, &C. 


The virgin, when firſt the is woo'd, 
Returns ev'ry ſigh with diſdain, 

And while by her lover purſu'd, 
Can laugh at bis folly and pain : 

But when from her innocence won, 
And doom'd for her virtue to mourn, 


When the feels herſelf loſt and undone, 


He laughs at the foo! in his turn. 
HK; lauzhs, CC, 
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The fools who at law do contend, 
Can laugh at each other's diſtreſs, 
And while the dire ſuit does depend, 
Ne er think how their ſubſtance grows leſs ; 
Till hamper'd by tedious expence, 
t hoꝰ to compound they are loth ; 
They'll find when reſtor'd to their Senſe; 
The lawyers fit aughing at both. | 
The Lawyers, &c 


But while we perceive it the faſhion 


For each fool to laugh at each other; 
Let us ſtrive with a gen'rous compaſſion, 
To correct, not contemn one another : 
We al! have ſome follies to hide, 
Which k. own would diſhonour the beſt ; 
And Life, when ' tis thoroughly tried, 
Like Friendſhip, will ſeem vut a jeſt. 
Lhe Friendſhip, &c. 


An ODE to Contentment. By Mr. Boyce. Set te 
Mvufick by Mr. Jos. Baldon, and ſung by Mr. Beard 
at Ranelagh. 


WEET Contentment ! heav'nly bright ! 
Worſhip'd thro”. the realms of light; 
Void of thee what's wealth or pow'r 
But the pageants of an hour 


Pride ne'er taſtes thy ſoft repoſe; 
Pomp and grandeur are thy foes; 
Yet within the mols-grown cell 
Thou with poverty can'ſt dwell. 


See yon humble ſwain advance, 
Beat the ground in jocund dance ; - 
Hark ! the merry milkmaids ling 
All beneath thy gladſome wing. 


ts 
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Wide Beams forth th' eternal ray, 
All who would be happy may; 
And, howe'er we change the name, 


Virtue and conteat's the ſame. 


SONG LXII. 
The GAMESTERs APOLOGY. 


A New Seng in the Comedy of the Gameſter. Sung by 
Mr. Beard at the Theatre-Royal n Drury-Lane. 


/ 


E youths of this town, 
Who roam up and down, 
To eat and to dreſs all your Aim; 
Be not ſqueamiſh or nice 
To make friends of the dice: _ 
All the world plays the beſt of ths game. 


See hew each profeſſion, 

And trade, through the nation, 
Will dupe all they can without thame g 

Then why ſhou'd not we 

In our turn be as fre: ? 


All the world plays the beſt of the game. 


The lawvers of note 
Will ſquabble and quote, 


And learnedly plead and declaim 


Yet all is but trick, 
The pier client to nick; 
For the law plays the beſt of the game, 
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To gain his baſe ends, 
Each lover pretends 
To talk of his darts and his flame, 
By which he draws in 
The pcor maiden to fin, 
Who is left with the worſt of the game. 


The prudiſh coy maid, 
With hypocriſy's aid, 


To fooliſh fond man does the ſame : 


When the fool's in the net 
The prude turns coquet, 
And her ſpouſe has the worſt of the gane 


The patriots ſo loud, 
Who roar to the crowd, 
And mount to the ſummit of fame 
Their mouths ſoon will ſhut, 
Then they thuffle and cut, 
And at court play the beſt ct the game, 


The heroes ſo ſtout, 
At home make a rout, 
And ſwear the proud foe they will tame; 
But alter their tones, 
When they think of their bones, 
And fer them play the beſt of the game, 


Then ſince the great plan 
*Is cheat as cheat can, 
Pray think not my notion's to blame; 
Ilsa country or town, 
From ccurticr teclown, 
All the world plays the beſt of the game. 


{ 69] 
SONG LXIV. 
Sung by Miſs Formantel. 


NE midſummer morning, when nature look d 


2 gay, 
The birds full of ſong, and the flocks ſull of play, 
When earth ſeem'd to anſwer the ſmiles from above, 
And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love, 
My mother cry'd, Nancy, come haſte to the mill, 
If the corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you will. 


The freedom to uſe my tongue pleas'd me no doubt, 
A woman alas, wou d be nothing without; 

I went tow'rd the mull without any delay, 

And conn'd o'er the words I determin'd to fay 

But when I came near, I beheld it ſtock ſtill. 

Bleſs my ſtars now, I cry'd, huff em rarely I will. 


The mille; to market that inſtant was gone, 

The work was all left to the care of his ſon; 

Now tho' I can tcold well as any one can, 

I thought 'twou'd be wrong for to ſcold the young 
Man. | 

I aid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me ſo ill, 3 — 

Sir, I muſt have my corn ground, I muſt, and I will. 


Sweet maid, cry'd the youth, the negle& is not 
mine z . 

No corn in the town ['d grind ſooner than thine; 

There's no one more ready in pleaſing the fair, 

The mill ſhall go merrily round I declare; 
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But hark how the birds ſing, and ſee how they bill, 
Know I muſt have a kiſs firſt, I muſt and I will. 


My corn being done, I tow'rd home bent my way; 

He whiſper'd, he'd ſomething of moment to ſay, 

Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, 

And there ſwecre he lov'd me indeed, and indeed ; 
And that he'd be conſtant and true to me {till ; 

So ſince that time I've lik'd him, and like him I will. 


I often ſay, mother, the miller I'll huff; 


She laughs, and cries, go, girl; aye, plague hire 
enough. 


And ſcarce a day paſſes but by her deſire, 


I gain a fly kils from the youth I admire. 
If wedlock he wiſhes, his with I'll fulfil, 


And I'll anſwer, O! yes, with a hearty good will. 
SONG LXV. 
Contradiftion. Sung by Mr. Beard. 


EAR Betty fair, whoſe daily care the cls 
dairy claim'd, 
By ſecret art, my youthful heart with am'rous warmth 
inflam'd. 


But ah ! her pride my ſuit deny'd, and ſcorn'd my ſoft 
affection, 


In vain I ſtrove to win her love, for ſhe was contra- 
diction. | 


Fer ſbe, &c. 


t 


Yet oor my care to move the fair, flie ſtill was con- 


1 


Tho? dull or fine, each morn her kine J ſought around 
the mead; 


Her poultry too I give their due, and did her pidgeons 
feed: 


Itry'd all day, each tender way, my love knew no 
reſtriction; 


tradiction. 
She flill, &c. 


The purblind boy, whoſe ſole employ is gentle Hearts 
to pain, 
Now „ ear, „Fond youth, forbear, thy 
courtſhip's all in vain: 
© Re bold thy tongue, and glibby hung, yet not with 
truth but fiction: 
„ Though now ſhe flight, you'll then delight, and 
pleaſe by Contradiction.“ 
And pleaſe, &c. 


All in a trice this kind advice from Cupid I purſu'd, 
And told the fair, her haughty air, my paſſion had 
ſubdu' d: | 
This ſudden change ſhe vow'd was ſtrange, and figh'd 
with ſelt-conviction ; - 
From church to bed the maid I led, and charm'd by 
contradiction. 
And charm'd, &c; 
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SONG LXVI. 


The Conqueſt, Sung by N Forraantel. 


OUNG Chloe was the prettieſt maid that ever 
tript the plain; 
She rivall'd ev'ry rural nymph, and raptur'd ev'ry 
ſwain; 
For her the flow'rs were wont to blow, and warbles 
torejoice z 


Her form was beauty, love her look, and melody her 


Voice, 


As round the bee for vernal ſw eets the fleeting inſe© 
throng, 

So all the ſhepherds Chloe'woo'd, with pipe, with tale, 
and long ; ; 


She, fond of pow'r, our ſex's fault, amus'd the am'rous 


train; 
How rare, unknowing to have charms, and 83 
not be vain. 


When vanity infeQs the mind, truth ſeldom wins the 
heart, 

Hence Chloe laugh d at all ſincere, but preſs'd the 
Flatt'rers art; 

Self love conccab'd thoſe rocks from light which pru- 
dence warns to ſhun, 


While ruin borrow'd pleaſure's face, poor Chloe was 


unéone. 


I v 


Er 


Was 


BS 


The fav'rite youth ſoon left her arms, the vict'ry to 
proclaim, 

For kindneſs ne er ſecures the heart that glows with 
ſenſual flame : 

No more the nymphs now caught her air, no more the 
ſhepherds ſigh'd; 


Her honour lott, her beauty flown, and vaniſh' d all 


her pride, 


Still Chloe's fate, ye virgin fair, in mem'ry's mirror 
view, 

Nor pant for {way, but rather rule a ſingle heart that's 
true; 

Truſt not yourſelves, for natrue's weak, nor can with 
art contend : 

Oh! always thiak your danger near, then virtue is your 
friend. 


SONG LXVII. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, 


LYTHE Colin, a pretty voung ſwain, 
To court me walks many a mile, 
To caurt, &c. 
I bid him return back again, 
T bid him, &C, 
Tho' it wiſh him to ſtay a great while, 
7% I wiſh, & M. 


With all which by love is expreſt, 
He ſtudies my heart to beguile ; ; 
He ſtudies, &c. 
1 wiſh him fuccels, I proteſt, 
1 with him, &c, 
Tho' I tell him he'll wait a great while, 
Tho' I tell, &c. b 


— — — 4 — e . era. — 
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He brought me this noſegay ſo ſweet, 
And thought it more pleaſure than toil, 
And thought, &c. 
T took it, reſerv d and diſcreet, 
I took it, &c. 
But I let him not wait a great while, 
But Ilet, &c. 5 


He begg' d me to grant him a kiſk, 
So carneſt it made me to {mile ; 
$ earneſt, &c. 
Mave done, I cried, fie! 'tis amiſs, 
Have done, &c. 
Tho' I wiſh'd it to laſt a great while. 
Tho' I wiſh'd, KAW. 


He tells me I ought to be kind, 
That time all my beauties will ſpoil 
That time, &c. 
I croſs him tho' quite of his mind, 
[ croſs him, &c. 
For I love he ſhould talk a great while, 
For I leave, &c. 


I fancy by what he has ſaid, * 
My husband he'll be by his ſtile; 
My hafoand, &c. C 
And when h- once aſks me to wed, 
And when, &c. o 
Oh! l' not live a maid a great while, 
O I'll nit, Ge. V 
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SONG LXVIIL 
A BUCKS SON © 


Tune, Shanbuy, 


E Bueks, far and near, to my ſonnet give ear, 
And quit the dull trouble of thinking; 
The ſage, long ago, ſaid, that nothing he knew ; 
Poor ſoul was unſtudy'd in drinking. 
Dull mumbling of Plato, 
Or grumoling with Cato, 
Diſpaſſionate ſtoics will make us; 
But the Bucks, truly wiſe, 
Such pedanticks deſpite, 
And attend to the lectures of Bacchus, 


With full wigs, in fine coach, ſee the doors approach, 
And muicular mo!d up their faces ; 
Grave ſmell at the cane, apply finger to vein, 
And count the flow pulſe by grimmaces z 
Their fees firſt receive, 
Their epinions then give, 
With potions and motions they'll quack us; 
Their preſcriptions may drain, 
But we Bucks fill each vein, 
By the nouriſhing noltrums of Bacchus, 
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By ſycophant ſtate, ſee the meaneſt made great, 
Spite of plain-dealing merits endeavours, 
That jilt madam Fortune, is hudwink'd molt certain, 
And ſcatters at random her favours ; 
Come, BUCKS of true ſpirit 
Pay courtſhip to clarret, 
That power the greateſt will make vs ; 
Can penſions, or pope, 
No nor ribband, nor rope, 
Lift us up like the bounties of Bacchus. 


Ye BUCKS when ye need with the fair to ſucceed, 
With Bumpers begin your love's trial ; 
{t emboldens each mind in the lady you'll find, 
, + *Twill drown all the force of denial. 
Drink, drink in your prime 
Toſs a bottle to time, 
He'll not make ſuch haſte to o'ertake us; 
Our decay we prevent, 
His wounds we cement, 


By the ſtyptical balſam of Bacchus. 


Brother BUCKS let us join in the praiſe of good wine, 
{ Whilſt milers midſt millions lie dying, | 
While lovers are mourning and ladies are ſcoruing, 
* We're love and death equal defying. 
Obſerve tho“ the toaſt, 
Left our liquor be loit, 
And Death midit a bottle o'ertakes us 
To be even with him, 
Fill each glaſs to the brim, | 
For we'll dic with a bumper to/ Bacchus, 


» 
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SONG LXIX. 


The BOW STRING. 


Tune Back- Joke. 


8 Chloe was bathing one hot ſummer's day, | 
A The arch God of Love came a-thooting that way, 
With his fly looks, and arrows fo keen ; | 
Were his weapons in order, ſo naked he found her, 
He ſoon would have laid her as flat as a flounder, 
But when, with his bow, he attempted to ſpring, - 
He Crew with ſuch force that he broke his how-ltring, 
The worlt he cou'd do was then for to peep. 


The lillies, ſo fair before ſhe drew nigh 'em, 

Were nothing but daffodils, when ſhe ſtood by em. 
Her breath was ſo ſweet, her ſkin was ſo white 

Altho' but a blinker he plainly diſcovers, 

Such charms as would vanquiſh the ſtrongeſt of Jovers, 

He view'd her behind, and he view'd her before, - 

Had he ſeen his own mother he cou'd not lee more; 
O! what would a mortal give for the ſight ! 


All things that were beautiful ſurely were there, 

But nothing ſo charm'd the young God as her hair, 
For never were locks lo finely difplay'd ; 

To tell their perfection's too much for my ſong, 
Their colour ſo black, and their buckle ſo ſtron | 
She ſtretch'd em at length, they return'd with a ſpring, 
Which made him conclude they would make a bow+ 

a | ſtring, | -» 
And how to get it * he play d 

3 


38-1 


The rogue from his ambuſh quickly arofe, 
And cunningly got on the bank by her clothes, 
Then ſtood as in arms confeſs'd to her fight, 
In what a fad taking then was the maid 
To go to her peticoat ſhe was afraid 
Dear Chloe ! ſays Cupid tor one ſingle hair, 
You may purchaſe my friendſhip, tis what you can 
5 ſpare, : 
So give it, and there's an end to your fright. 


The requeſt was ſo ſmall ſhe could not refuſe it, 
But what he inſiſted on was he might chule it; 
To which ſhe, poor girl! was forc'd to conſent, 
He rummag'd her head behind and before, 
Her eye-brow and lid, he ſearch'd em all o'er, 
He choſe it at length, but from which of ihe three, 
The critics diſputed, and ne'er cou'd agree, 

But Cupid was pleas'd, and Chloe content, 


The bow it was bent, and the ſtring did ſo fit it, 
That he never ſhot at a heart but he hit it, 
W hat havock he made ſome hearts can declare ! 
They tell you who've felt the pow'r of this bow, 
*Twou'd—-God fave his Majeſty—make him lie low; 
Then Chloe, dear Chloe ! pray ſend for a barber, 
It may be high treaſon ſuch locks there to harbour, 
For love will get to em if any you ſpare. 
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SONG LXX. 
The GOLDEN LOCKS. a, 
By Mr. Chriſtapher Smart. 


O more of my Hariot, my Polly no more, 
Nor all the gay beauties that charm'd me before; 
Myſelt tor a ſlave to gay Venus I've fold, 
And barter'd my freedom for ringlets ot gold; 
I'll lay dawn my pipe, and neylect ail my fucks, 
And fing of my laſs with her goiden lucks, 


Tho' o'er her white forehead the gilt treſſes flow, 
Like the rays of the tun on a hillock of ſnow ; 
So the painters of old drew the Queen of the fair, 
"Twas the taſte of the antients tis claffical hair; 
And tho' witlinge may ſcoff, and raillery morkss 
I'll fing of my lais with her golden locks, 


Than the ſwan in or OO ſhe's more dear to my 
ight, 
Her mein is more ſtately, her boſom more white; 
Her lips are like rubies, all rubies above, 
And are fit for the pleaſure and language of love; 
At the park in the Mal', at the play in the Box, 
My laſs bears the bell with her golden Locks, 


Her beautiful eyes, as they roll or they flow, 
She'l1 be glad of my joy and ſhe'll weep for my woe; 


1 
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She'll eaſe my fond heart, and ſhe'll ſooth my ſoſt 
: „ pains. - 
While thouſands of rivals ſhall languiſh in vain ; 
Let 'em rail at the fruit they can't reach like the ſox, 
While I have my laſs with her golden I:cks, 


SON G LXXT, 
MODERATION ond ALTERATION. 
Sung in the Comedy of the Squire of Alſatia, 
Altered from Ar eld Cartier of the Queen, 


ERE's an old ſong made by a good antient pate, 
1 Of a worthy old gentleman who had a great 
eſtate, | 
And kept a very plentiful houſe, at a very plentiful 
. rate, 
With a good old porter to relieve the poor at his gate. 
Moderation, moderation, O werderful moderation 


With an old lady, whoſe anger a geo word aſſuages, 
Who never knew what belong'd to coachinen, foot- 
men or pages, 
But every quarter paid her old ſervants their wages, 
And kept twenty or thirty old men in blue coats and 
badges. | 
Moderation, &c, © 
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With an old fung fill'd full of learn'd old books, 
And a reverend old chaplain you may know him by his 
looks, 
And an old buttery-hatch worn off the old hooks, 
And a good old kitcken that maintain'd half a dozen old 
cooks, 
Aderation, &c. 


With an old hall hung round with guns pikes and 
bows 
And old ſwords and bucklers which had born many 
hard blows, 
And an old frizado coat to cover his worſhips trunk 
hole 
And a cup of good old ſherry to comfort lie copper noſe. 
Moderation, &c. 


With a good old cuſtom when Chridmas is come, 
To call in the neighbours with bagpipe and drum, 
And have good cheer enough in every old room, 
And liquor ſtrong enough to make a cat ſpeak and a 
wiſe man dumb. 
Moderatien, &c. 


With an old huntſman, a falconer and a kennel of 
hounds, 

With which he ne'er hunted, but in his own 8 ; 

For he, like a wiſe man, always kept himſelf within 
bounds, 

And when he dy'd left each child a good old thouſand 

pounds. 
Moderation, &c, 


Then to his eldeſt ſon his houſes and land he aſlign'd, N 
Charging him in his will to be of the ſame bountiful 
mind, 
But in the end you ſhall hear how he was inclined. 
Alteration, alteration, O wonderful Alteration ! 


BN ES 


Like a young gallant who had juſt taken poſſeſſion of 
his land | 

He took up a thouſand pounds upon his own bond, 
Kept a brace or two of creatures at his own command, 
And be drinking at taverns till he could neither fit or 


ſtand. 
Alteration, &c. 


With a new Lady, who was both freſh and fair. 

And never knew what belong'd to houſe-keeping or 

care; 

Who kept a dozen or two of fans to play the wanton 

c air 

And half a dozen dreſſes of other women's bair. 
Alteration, &c, : 


With a new Library ftuff'd full of old pamphlets and 
Ways, 
And a new-faſhioned fort of a chaplain who ſwears 
taſter than he prays; 
Alſo a new buttery-hatch that opens but once in five or 
ix days, 
And a large kitchen ſtored with nothing but kickſhaws 

| and toys. 
Alteration, &c. 


With a new hall built juſt where the old one ſtood, 
In which was never ſeen fire, either witk turf, coal, or 
wood ; | 
It was hung round with pictures which did the poor 
little good, 
The ſubjects whereof were all profane or lewd. 
Alteration, &c. 
With a new faſhion when Chriſtmas is come, 
In a poſt-chaiſe for London we mult be gone, 
And leave nobody at home but our new 8 
Who relieves the poor by a thump on the back with a 
ſtone. Alteraiion, &. | 
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With a new valet his perſon toadorn, 

In order to attend my Lord's levee i'th'morr ; 

In horſe-racing, gaming, maſqueradcs and plays, 

The young gallant conſumes health, wealth, and days. 
Alteration, &c. | | 


New titles are bought with his father's old gold, 
For which many of his father's guod old manors were 
; ſold ; 
Which is the reaſon moſt men do hold, 
That open houſe-keeping is now a- days grown ſo very 
cold. 
Alteration, alteration ! C wonder ful alteration. 


SONG I. XXII. 


Invitation to the FIRE-SIDE Society at Liverpool. 


By a MEMBER, Tune Shenbuy. 


E Maſons, ye Bucks, Antigallicans, hail ! 
We honour you all in your ſtations 3 
Yet we think we as true are, and loyal as you are, 
Or any gay ſouls in the nation, 
Come to H —s's and view Us, 
Say what you pleaſe to us, 
You'll find us good fellows and hearty 3 


\ 


For our country and king, 
We will loyally fing, 
But encourage no faction or party, 


When we hear of good news, the defeat of our foes, 
And our country triumphs victorious, | 

We drink, quaff, and ſing, with a health to the King, 

That his reiga be lon g, happy and glorious ; 
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But ſwearing and curſing, 
And liquor long nurſing, 
Are what we can never abide-a ; 
If fo our Recorder, 
Wou'd ſoon call te der, 


And fine us at our fire jide-a. 


No qua relſome blade, let what will be his trade, 
Shall be tuffered at all to annoy us; 
We love none but ſuch fouls as are fond of their bowls, 
And chule to be merry and joyous, 
The toe toa Female 
May go to the D--+], 
He neter ſhal. be one of out members; 
To our bottles and glatles, 
And ſwcet-kiffing laifcs, 
We think ourſelves no vain pretenders. 


There's Preſident W-----, gay, pleaſant and caly, 
Gocd fellowſhip ever promoting, 
And will ſtand by his friend from beginning to end, 
When for Officers Freemen are voting, 
Silence, Gentlemen all, 
Let us open the ball, 
Says the preſident, pray ye, good fellows, 
Let us fing a fong round, 
Thus our joys ſhall abound, 
Till potent fr John makes us mellow. 


Then home we depart, well pleas'd in our hearts, 
With our innocent recreation, | 
To our ſweethearts, or wives; while ſo happy our lives, 
We envy no Lord in the nation ; 
No mortals on earth 
Can exceed us in mirth, 
Heav'ns bleſſings our country betide-a ; 
All good fouls hark! away, 
To Launcelot's Hey, 
And be Freemen of our Hire: ſide-a. 
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SONG LXXIII. 


RUSSEZs TRIUMPH, 


ARLY in the morning, the nineteenth of May, 
4 For ever he recorded the glorious ninety-two, 
Brave Rule did diſcern, by break of day, 
The lotry tails of France advancing too. 
All hands aloft they cry'd let Engliſh courage ſhine ; 
Let iiy a culverine, the ſignal for the line, 
Let ev'ry m an ſapp'y his gun; 
Follow me, you ſhail tee, 
That the battle it will ſoon be won, 
Fo!l:xo ine, you ſhall ſee 
That ihe taiile it will ſoen be Won. 


Tourville on the main triumphant roll'd, 
To me't the Engliſh Admira! in combat on the deep; 
He fed his noble trocps of heroes bold, 
To fink the Eagliſh Admiral and his fleet. 
Now ev'ry gallant rind to-viet'ry. does inſpire, 
The bloody fight's begun, the fea is all on fire 
And mighty fate ſtood locking on; 
While the flood, all with blood, 
Fills the ſcuppers of the rifing ſun. 
Wil: the firad, ail with Bl 
Fills the ſeuppers of the riſng Sun. 


Sulphur, ſmoke, end fire, diſturbing the air, | 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic ſhore ; 
Their regulated bands ſtood trembling near, 

To jee their lofty ſtreamers now no more. 

At fix o'clock the red, the ſmiling victors led, 

To give the ſecond blow, a total overthrow, 
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Now death and horror equal reign ; 
| Now they cry, run or die 
. Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main. 
Nw they cry, run or die, 
| Britifh cal:urs ride the vanquiſh'd main, 


See they fly amaz'd o'er rocks and ſands, 
One danger they gralp to ſhun a greater fate; 
In vain they cry tor aid to weeding lands, | 
The nymphs and ſea-gods moarn their loſt eſtate; 
For ever more adieu, thou daz ing Reyal Sun! 
From thy un imely end thy maſter's fate begun; 
Enough, tho mighty God of war! 
| Now we fing, bleſs the King; 
Here's a health to ev'ry Englih Tar. 
Now we ſing, bleſs the King 
Here's a health toevry Enguſb Tar, 


SONG LXXIV. 


SUE WELT LEA T. 


— 


By RIGDUM FUNIDUS Eſq; = 


Surrounced with fiſh, and the DI and all; 
onſieur Jean Foutre in th' interim came by, 
Who at fiſh and at fleſh too did caſt a ſheep's eye, 
| Derry down, deton, decon, derry down. 


\ S friſky Tue Welfleat was ſat in her ſtall, 
M 
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He ſtopt at the Nall, O! mine pretty ſweet dear, 
Pray vhat vill you have 'or dis little viſh bere? 
That L:bſter, lays Suſan.— I ll be at a word, 
For leſs han a ſhilling I ne'er can afford. 

Derry dion, Oc 


Un ſhilling, mine dear, parhleu and for vat? 

For one hall de meney I've better as dat; 

Ah! ah! jar-ne-bleu, be Gar it does ſtink ; 

Here ſinelh it yourſelf, Madam, vat do you tink ? 
Derry dawn, Tc. 


Why I think you're a French, lying b g dog, 

And halt your d----nd country d be glad of ſuch prog; 

With arms put- a-kimbo then to him ſhe goes, 

And bob went the lobſter full plump gainſt his noſe, 
Derry down, Gc. | 


Bougreſs que vous etre ſacre Dieu! you d- d biſk ! 
Abuſe de gentleman's dat do come buy your viſh ! 

] never vill buy ven pig in von poke, 

For my noſe it ſor me vas alvays mine cook. 


Derry diwn, Se. 


With barley nab cock'd, Sue her fingers the ſnapb!d. 


And, tweaking his noſe a low cour'ly ſhe dropp'd; 
What bus'nels, ſays ſhe, have cooks out of their place? 
Come, noſe in your kitchen, and ſhew'd her fat 2. 

Derry dero, detun, down, derry Gown, 


(88 ] 
SONG LXXV. 


BUMPERS Syuire JONES. 


Sung by Mr. BE AR D. 


E good fellows all, . 
Who loves to be told where there's claret 
good ſtore, 

Attend to the call 

Of one who's ne'er frighted, 

But greatly delighted 

With fix bottles more: 

Be ſure you don't paſs 

The good houſe money glaſs, 
Which the jolly red Gets fo peculiarly owns; 

"Twill well ſuit your humour 

For pray what would you more 
Than mirth, with good clarret, and bumpers, ſquire 
Jones. 


Ye lovers who pine 
For laſſes that,prove often cruel as fair, 
Who whimper and whine, 
For lithes and roſes, 
With eyes, lips, and noſes, 
And tip of the ear; 
Come hither, I'll ſhew ye, 
How Phil lis or ''hloe 
No more ſhall occaſon ſuch Fghs and ſucks groans z 
For what mortal ſo ſtupid % 
Ass not to quit Cupid, s 
When call'd by good clarret, and bumpers, dure Jones. 


[ 89 ] 


Ye poets who write, 
And brag of your drinking fam'd Helicon's brook; 
Tho all you get by't | 
3 a dinner 0': t mes, 
In rewar\ of your rhimes, 
Wrh Humph:ry the duke; 
Learn Facchus to follow, 
An quit your Apollo, 
Forſake al the muſes, thole ſcriſcleſs old crones: 
Our jingling of glaſſes 
Your rh; ming ſur paſſes, 
When crown'd with good clarret, and buinpers, ſquire 
Jones, 


Ye ſoldiers fo out, 
With pleniy of oaths ho' not plenty of coin, 
Who make ſuch a rout + 
Of all your comm anders # 
Who ſerv'd us in Fl: „dars, 
And eke-at ite Eoyne 
Come lewve o. Your r ratriing 
Gi Geeing and hatriing, 
And know 'tis much better o flee p with whole bones : 
Were you tent to Gibraiter 
Your note you'd foon alter, 
And wiſh for gcod claret, with bumpers, ſquire 
Jones. 


Ve clergy ſo wiſe, 
Who my ſleries proſound can demonſterate clear ; 
How worthy 10 rile |! 
You preach ones a week, 
But your tythes never ſeek 
Above on a year : 

Come here without failing, 

And leave off your railing 
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Gainſt biſhops providing for dull ſtupid drones: 
Says the text ſo divine, 
What is life without wine ? 
Then about with the claret, and bumpers, {quire Jones. 


Ye lawyers ſo juſt , 
Be the cauſe what it will who ſo learnedly 124 
How worthy of truſt ! 
You know black from white, 
You prefer wrong to right, 
As you're chanc'd to be feed; 
Leave muſty reports, 
Forſake the king's courts, 
Where dullneſs and diſcord have ſet up their thrones 
Lurn Salkield and Ventris 
With all their damn'd entries, 
And away with the claret, and bumpers, ſquire Jones, 


Ye phyſical tribe, 
Whoſe knowledge confiſts in hard words and grimace ; 
Who, when e'er you preſcribe, 
Have at your devotion 
Pills, bolus, or potion, 
Be what will the caſe : 
Pray where is the need 
To purge, bliſter, or bleed, 
When, ailing yourſelves, the whole faculty owns, 
That the forms of old Galen 
Are not fo prevailing 
As mirth, with good clarret, and bumpers, ſquire 
| Jones, 


| Ye foxhunters eke, 

That follow the call of the horn and the hound; 
Who your ladies forſake 

Before they're awake, 

For to beat up the brake 

Where the vermin is found; 
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Leave Piper and Blueman, 
Shrill Dutcheſs and Trueman, 
No muſick is found in uch diſſonant tones: 
VWou'd you raviſh your ears 
With the ſongs of the ſpheres, 
Hark away to the clarct, and bumpers, *ſquire Jones 


SONG LXXVI. 
4 LOYAL SONG, 


AME, let thy trumpet ſound, 
Tell ali the world around, 
Great George 1s king; 
Tell Rome, and France, and Spain, 
Britania ſcocns their chain, 
Britania ſc rns their chain, 
5 Great George is king, 
Great George is king. 


May heav'n his | fe defend, 

And make his race extend 
Wide as his Fame: 

Thy choiceſt bleſſings ſhed 

On his an inted head, 

And teach his foes to dread 
Great George's name, 
Great George's name, 


He peace and plenty brings, 
Whiill Rome's deluded kings | 
Waile anddeſtroy ; 
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Then let his people ſing, 
Long live our noble king, 
From whom ſueh bleſſings ſpr ing, 
Freedom and joy, 
Freedom. and joy. 


Cod ſave onr noble king. 

Long live our gracious king, 
God ſave the King: 

Hark how the valleys ring, 

Long live our gracious king, 

From whom uch bleſſings ipring, 
F. edom and joy. 


Freedom and joy. 
SONG LXXVII. 


A new Seng furg by Mr. Shu tor at the Club of the noble 
Order f B U CKS, at the Ship and Role-Tavern 


London. 


Rother bucks all attend to the theme I ſhall ſing, 
And in chorus ſo loud make the ceiling to ring; 
From thence to the ſkies let your voices reſound, 
While each heart glows with mirth, and the bumpers 
go roand, 
Sing Tantcrarara, Bucks all, Se 


But firſt to our grand let us due homage pay 
And may each grateful Buck, his lov'd edicts obey, 


May his breaſt fraught with candor, be ſocial and free, 
And may all in high ſtation be honett as he, 
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From ſacred record our ſanction we trace, 

Of old Nimred the Buck who was fond of the chace, 
But ſince that our orders ſo gen'ral become, 

Bucks are ev'ry where made both abroad and at home, 


Thus the nearer our ſanction to glory arives, 

Some are bucks at a Lodge, ſome at home by theie 
wives, 

For it plainly appears and is very well known, 

That each married man has a Lodge of his own, 


Let him therefore who laughs at our high app-llation, 
Vfhat ever he is, cr what ever his ſtation, 
V eigh maturely the point and pray hard ior good luck, 
Or tis twenty to one but (Inceg/ he's a buck. 

7 
Then to bucks of all ſects in a health let us join, 
Here's the bucks of the bell and the bucks ot the vine; 
Here's the Lodge at the platter, and like wiſe to thote, 
Of our order ſo true at the ſhip and the role. 


Here's the politick buck with his antiers well tipp'd, 
Shakes his purie at the world, while his Doe's fairly 
leap'd ; 
Here's a glaſs of condolance to each plodding cit, 
That's familiarly buck'd by a Lord or a Wit. 


Here's ſir gravity eke in a bumper ſo clear, 

Who oft at our ſanction cait many a ſneer, 

Tho' in publick he rails, in private we knows 
Ie's a | buck every inch, 1 appeal to his Doe. 


Now to bucks of all kinds we have toaſted ſucceſs, 

Here's the ſweet pretty Does, for can true bucks da 
leſs 5 

Then join in the chorus 3 fo ſkrill 

And may each jolly buck. have a Doe at his will. 


: 
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SONG LXXVIL 
The Sailor. 


T FEAR me, gallant ſailor, hear me, 
While your country has a foe, 
le is mine too, never fear me, 


I may weep but you ſhall go. 


Tho' this flow'ry ſeaſon woo's you, 
To the peaceful ſports of May, 
And love ſighs ſo long to loſe you, 
Love to glory ſhall give way. 


Can the ſons of Britain fail her, 
While her daughters are ſo true, 
Your bold courage muſt avail her, 
We have honour loving you. 


War and danger now invite us 
Blow, ye winds, auſpicious blow, 
Every gale will moſt delight us, 
That can walt us to the toe. 
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SONG LXXIX. 


The Sheep-ſheering Sing in the Winter's Tale. Sung ly 
Ars. Cibber, at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, 
the Words by Mr. Garrick. 


.OME, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks we 
| mult ſhear ; 
In your holyday ſuits with your laſſes appear, 
The happieſt of folk are the guilelels and f. ec, 
And who are fo guilelets, ſo happy as we. 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught, 

We practice no arts with hy pocriſy fraught, 

What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes, 
For knowing no ſalſhood we need no diſguile, 


By mode and caprice are the city-dames led, 

But we as the children of nature are bred, 

By her hands alone are we painted and dreſt, 

For the roles will bloom when there's peace in the 
breaſt, 


That Giant ambition we never can dread, 

Our roofs are too low lot ſo lolty a head, 

Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open the door, 
They ſmile with the ſimple and ſeed with the poor, 


When love has poſſeſs' d us that love we reveal, | 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſien we eel; 
So harmleſs and ſim ple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine folks to deccive and betray. 
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Sigh one tor an heit is, and one for an heir. 
There's Sæuſe for each circle, that liſtens demure, 
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8 ON xxx. 


soNes if the INTERLUDE which are iutreduced in 
the ath At of AMPHITRYON: - 
By Mr. BEARD in the Character sf PEUTUS, 


S. ON G I. 


WAV with the fables philoſophers hold, 

Or pleaſure that honeſty gains without gold. 
To be rich, is the bleſſings of lite to iccure, 
And the man malt be certainly wre'ched that's poor, | 
The virtue that claims ali the Gods tur it's friends, : 
On gold, mighty gold, for exiftence depends, | 
What wrongs without gold can a mortal redreſs? 
Or who, without gold, can get bleſſings, or blels? 


In gold there is Strer 7th which no foe can withſtand ; 
It conquers and triumps by Sea, and by Land, 
In Gold there are Charms ; tor the youth and the fair, 


& TAE 


Conlents with a grin, and crie s, Ves to be ture.” 
To be rich, if you truſt your own ears and your eyes 
Is at once to be ſtrong to be fair, to be a ſe. 


00. 
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SONG I!. Of the Interlude. By Mis YOU N G, 
in the Character Ff WIT. f 


Plutes, vain is all your vaunting, 
Wit mutt Lite with Bliſs iupply 3 
Cold, alas ! ſhould wit be wanting, 

V/ould not find a Joy to buy, 


Wit atone creates the Bleſſing, 
Which exchang'd for Gold you ſhare ; 

Steril Gold alone poſſeſſing, | 
hat has man but gloom and care, 


Wit of ev'ry Art deviſer, 
Ev'ry paſſion can controul; 
Can to pity move the miſer, 
Can with Mirth Gilate the foul, 


Gold itſelf, on wit depending, 
Thence derives it's utmoſt pow'r ; 
Folly, all profuſely ſpendig, 
Folly, hoarding all, is poor. 


DUET. 


Plutur. Tn vain wou'd your Jargon cur ſenſes bewitch, 
D'ye tell me that gold will not make a man rict.? 

Wit. It is wit, wit alone, that can k-ep it or uſe, 
And it cannot enrich thoſe that hide it, or loſe, 

Plutur. Your Quibles I ſcorn. | Fo: 

Wit. But you cannot reply. 

Fubu. I boldly affirm — 

Wit What I boldly deny, 

Plutut. VII bet you ten Millions— 

Wit. No wagers I lay: 

Flutus. Y ou dare not. 


Wit, = I ſcorn you, 
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| Hutu I hate you.“ 

| Mit. — — Away. 

Plutur | go —— may great Je in his mercy decree, 
That we never may meet ſince we ne'er can agree 

Hit. Go you to the fooliſh. 

Plutus. And you to the poor. 

Nit. The poor I can bleſs and their bleflings fecure, 


— 
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SONG LXXXI. 


The Englſo PADLOCK. 


ISS Danae when fair and young, 
(As Horace has divinely ſung,) 
ould not be kept from Jove's embrace, 
By doors of Iteel or walls of braſe. 


Tell us, miſtaken huſbands, tell us, 
Why ſo mylterious, why ſo jealous, 
Can harſh reſtraint, the bolt, the bar, 
Make you fecure, your wife leſs fair, 


Take her abroad and let her ſee 
This world and all it's pageantry, 
Which ſhe forbidden longs to know, 
Each powder'd fop and empty beau, 


Be to her virtues very kind, 

Be to her faults a little blind; 

Let all her ways be unconfin'd, 

And clap your padluck-—— on her mind. 
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SONG LXXXII. 
Deareſt KITTY. 


Eareſt Kitty, kind, and fair, 

Tell me when and tell me where, 
Tell thy fond thy faithful ſwWan, 
When we thus ſhall meet again; 
Where ſhall Strephon fondly (tray, 
Reauty's only found in thee, 
Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 
All the happy live long Day ; 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 
Tell me when and tell me where, 


All the happy Day *'uis true, 
Bleſt but only then with you, 

Nig aht Strephon ſighs alone, 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one; 
Tell me then and cate my pain, 
Lell thy fond and faithful Wain, 
When the prieſt ſhall kincly join, 
kitty's trembling hand to mine, 

Deareſt Kitty kind and fair, 
Tell me when I care not where. 
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| OW little do the land-men know, 
| Of what we ſailors feel, 


We'll rumage all we fancy, 
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SONG LXXXIII. 


Sung by Mr. Beard 8 the fair Quaker of Beal. 


gr” 
5 D 
The Wards by Mr. Garrick. N 


.. 


When waves do mount and winds do blow, 1 

But we have hearts of (teel : Ho 

No danger can affright us, „ 

No enemy ſhal flout ; | 1 

We'll make the Monfieurs right us, | 
So toſs the Can about. 


Stick ſtout to orders, Meſs-mates, 
We'll plunder. burn and fink ; 

Then, France have at your firſt-rates, 
For Britons never ſhrink : 


We'll bring them in by ſcores ; 


And Moll and Kate and Nancy, 


Shall roll in Louis D'Ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying 
With our noble Commodore; 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys, 
And tlen to Sea for ore. 


6 


Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue. 
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Ia Peace we'll drink and ſing, boys, 
lu War we'll never ly; | 
Here's a health to George our King, boys, 
And the Royal Family, 


SONG LXXXIV. | 


Simon and Epigenia a Cantata. By Dr. Arne. | 
KK E CHD | | 


E AR a thick Grove whoſe deep embroider'd 
ſhade 
Scem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 
A chryſtial ſtream with gentle murmur flows, 


5 Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſwect repole, 


Thither retir'd from Phebus fultry ray, N 
And lull'd in ſicep fair Ephigenia lay. | 
Simon a clown who never dreamt of love, 

By chance was ſtumping in a neighbouring grove 
He trudg'd along not knowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought. 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 
He gap'd, he ſtar d, her lov'ly form ſurvey d, 
And while with artleſs voce he ſoftly ſung, 


8 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe gloſly boſom fiils the ſky, 
Compleats the rural ſcene, &c. 

But in thy boſom, charming maid, 

All Heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 

To lovely Ephigenia. 


3 
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She wakes and ſtarts poor Simon trembling ſtands, 
Down falls his ſtaff from his unnerved hands, 
Bright exceilence ! faid he, diſpel all fear, 

Where honour's preſent, {ure no danger 's near; 
Halt rais'd, with genile accent the replics, 

Oh Simon if 'tis you I need not rife. 

Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain, 

Purſue thy way and let me fleep again: 

The clown tranſported was not ſilent long, 

But thus in extaly purſu'd his ſong. 


Ss O:N: 0 


Thy jetty locks that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck, 
Thy love inſpiring mein, Ec. 

Thy ſwelling boſom ſkin of now 
And taper ſhape enchant me ſo 

I die for Ephigenia, &c. 


R E C I x. 


Amaz'd ſhe liſtens nor can trace from whence, 
The ſormal clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe, 

She gazes finds him come! y tal! and ſtraight, 

And thinks he might improve hi» aukward gate, 
Bids him be ſecret an: next day attend, 

At the {ame hour to meet bis faithful friend; 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead, 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed, 
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8 N 8. 


Love's a pure and ſacred ſire 

Kindling gentle chaſte deſire; 

Love can rage itſelf ont,roul 

And elevate the hama foul, Cc.“ 
Depriv'd of this, our vr etched ſtate, 

Hd mite our iives of too long date; 

But bleſt with beauty and with love, 

We taſte what Angels do above, Cc. Ce. 


SONG LXXXV. 
Sung by Miſs Stevenſon at Vier all 


ELL me, Laſſes, have ye ſeen, 
Lately wandring o'er the green, 
Beauty's fon a little boy, 
Full of frolick ſull'of joy ! 
If you know his ſhelter, ſay, 
He's from Venus-gone aſtray, 
Tell m laſſes have you ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the green, 


By his marks the God you'll know 

Oer his ſhoulder hangs a bow, 

And a quiver fraught with darts, 

Poifon ſure 19 human hearts : 

Tho' he's naked. ittle, lind, 

He can triumph o'er the mind. | 

Tell me Latles, have you ſeen, 

Such a one trip o'er the green. 
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zubtle a* the lightning's wound, 
Is his piercing arrow found ; 
While the boſom'd heart it pains, 
No external mark remains, 
Reaſon's ſhaft itſelf is broke, 
By the unſuſpected ſtroke. 
„ Teil me, Laſſes, have ye ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the green. 


Oft the urchin's ſeen to lie, 

Baſking in ithe ſunny eye; 

Or his deſtin'd prey he ſeeks 

On the maiden's roſy cheeks : 

Snowy brealts or curling hair, 

Ott conceal the pleaſing Inare. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have ye ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the green, 


She that the receſs reveals, 

Where the God himſelf concea's, 

Shall a kiſs receive this night 

From her heart's ſupreme delight. 

To Venus let her bring the boy, 

She ſhall taſte love's ſweeteſt joy. 
Tell m+, Laſſes, have ye ſeen; 
Such a one trip o'er the green, 


SONG LXXXVI. 


Suug by Miſ Stevenſon. - 


1 AM a young virgin that oft has been told, 

I fhouid try to get married before I'm too old: 

I tcok their advice and got one in my eye, 

Who if | can't have, I'm afraid I {hail die, 
Who it Ican't have, I'm afraid I ſhall die. 
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Young Thyrſis is witty vell-featur'd and tall, 

His fellow- ſwains owns that he cut- does them all: 
When firſt I beheld him, I cannot tell why, 

I thought I was going that moment to die, e. 


If through the receſſes of yon filent grove, 

Or over the meadows I happen to rove, | 
And fee my dear ſhepherd at diſtance paſs by, 
I tremble Il o'er, and am ready to die, Cc. 


When he plays on his pipe to the lambkins around, 
1 fly to the plc, where I hear the bleſt found : 
Oh! Thyrfis ſweet youth, to myſelf then I cry, 

I'd liſten to thee, were I going to die, c. 


Laſt Saturday eve, I remember the day, 
I caught him faluting Clarinda the gay 
That I envy'd each kiss | will not deny, | 
And fervently pray'd that my rival might die, &c, 


Come, Hymen, and lend a young virgin your aid, 
Who without your aſſiſtance mult die an old maid; 
To all iny fond withes make Thyrſis comply, 
And if I don't have him I wiſh I may die. 

And if I don't have him I wiſh I may die. 


SON G LXXXVIL 


Sung by Wis Stevenion at Vauxhall. 


OUNG Collin proteſts I'm his joy and delight, 
He's ever unhappy when I'm from his ſight 3 
He wants to be with me wherever | go: 
The duce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo! Se. 
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His pleaſure all day is to $t by my fide, 

He pipes and he ſings, tho“ I frown and I chide ; 

I bid him depart but he {miling ſays no: 

The duce muſt be in him for plaguing me ſo! Se. 


He often requeſts me his pain to relieve ; 

I aſk him what favour he hopes to receive; 
His anſwer's a ſigh, while in bluſhes I glow, 
What mortal beſides him would plague a maid fo ! 


This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the wake, 
He ſoftly entreatcd I'd wear for his fake : 

Such trifles tis eaſy enough to beſtow, 

I ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me fo! 


He hands me each eve to the cot from the plain, 
He meets me each morn to conduct me again: 
But what's his intention I wiſh I could know, 
For I'd rather be married than plagu'd by hira fo. 


SONG LXXXVIII. 
The Taylor and Semſtreſa. 
Smile Simili gaudet. 


A Taylor there was and he liv'd in a garret, 

Who ne'er in his days taſted champaigne or 
| clarret; 

With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 

But eabbage believe me, was his daily bread, 


Derry drwn, denen. 


or 
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His work he purſ d without any repining, 

When bleſt with a pint of three-threads for his lining; 
Till Cup'd, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 
With a Semſtreſſes's bodkin deſtroyed his quretus. 


No longer a birth-night affords any pleaſure, 

His patterns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure : 

His bills he contrives not with ems to iweil, 

Silk, wilt, tape, and buckram, he damns them to hell 


Cupid pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And hely'd him to fine-draw the hole he had made, 
He bid him be bold and not ſtand like a mute ; 
Who e&'er fiaith'd without firſt beginning his ſuit, 


He viſits the Semſtreſs with aukward addreſs, 

Proteſts on her kindneis hung his happineſs ; 

But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and wheedle, 
Fer ſhe lack-a-day was as ſharp as a needle, 


He told her on hon'rable terms he was come, 
And begg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 


Unieſs jhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 
The fates ſhears would ſoon cut off his remnant of life, 


D'ye think cry'd the Semſtreſs, Dll take for a ſpouſe, 
One whom noone eſteems at three ſkips of a louſe ? 
Advance in your favour whatever you can, 

A Tay lor is but the ninth part of a man, 


The Taylor proceeded with lying, intreating; 

And making ſuch ſpeeches as ſcarce bear repeating z 
A woman, unmarry'd was uſclels, he ſaid; 

Was jult like a needle without any thread, 
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Vhen the prieſt ſhould have tack'd theni together, he 
| cry d. 7 

For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 
"Tho'1to turkeys and capons he cou d not aſpire, 

She might always be ſure of a gooſe at the fire, 


As ſhe work'd he commended her fingers ſo nimble ; 
And ſwore that her eyes were more bright tha her 
thimble. 

Tho' ſmall was his wit he ſo ated his part, 
That (I know not how 'twas} he cabbag'd her heart, 


Away hand in hand tothe chappel they went 

Nor appear'd in her viſage the leaſt diſcontent ; 

one but death could the conjugal knot have unty'd; 
For crols-lcgged together they lat till they dy d. 


Derry down, Ic, 


SONG LXXXIX. 
Ciryden and Thæbe. A Dialogue, 
Sung by Mr. Lowe and ATi; Stevenſon, 


Coryden. 


ELL met deareſt Phæbe, ahl why in ſuch haſte? 


The woods and meadows all day have I trac'd, 
In ſeare of my fair one; when nothing remains, 
But ſhe to reward me for all my paſt pains. 

But ſhe to reward me for all my paſt pains, 
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That ſhe you think 2 yet till may be kind, 
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Fhebe. 


Why how now, bold Corydon, wbat do you mean > 

Should a damſel like me juſt turn'd of nineteen, 

Be ſeen all alone with a man, I'm afraid, 

The world wou'd ſoon think me no longer a maid, 
The world wou'd ſoon think me no longer a maid, 


Corydon. 
Let 'em think as they pleaſe twill prove all a lye, 
You are not alone, for chaſte Cynthia is by; | 


She'll judge of our aGions, then drive away ſear, 
No harm is intended to Phæbe, I ſwear, 


Phebe, 


No, no, ſubtle ſwain, you may ſay what you will, 


Kneel, lye, ſwear, and flatter, and try all your ſkill, 
Before I'd be cozn'd, I'd have you to know, 
I'd die firſt a virgin, ſo pray let me go. 


Cirydon., 
Why, Phzbe, ſuch thoughts I ne'er had in my head, 
meant but to know if to-morrow you'd wed; 
But fince you won't hear me, I'll bid you adieu, 
And find out ſome other that's kinder than you, 


Return, gentle ſhepherd, a few moments ſtay, | 


I'll venture to yield, if you mean as you fay 
Let to-morrow then come, at church you ſhall find, 


2 4 
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DUET TO. 


O Ph=bus ! vouchſafe to accept of our boon'! 

Make haſte to expel the pale glimmering moon! 

O Phæbus! vouchſafe to accept of our boon! 

Make haſte to expel the pale glimmering moon! 

And when thy bright face ſhall appear in the ſky, 
Vith raptures we'll haſten the dear nuptial tie, 

And when thy bright face ſhall appear in the ſky, 
With raptures we'll haſten, the dear nuptial tie. 


SONG XC. 
Sg by Mr, Atkins. 


EAR the fide of a pond at the foot of a hill, 
a free hearted fellow attends on his mill : 

Freſh health blooms her ſtrong roſy hue o'er his face, 

And honeſty gives e'en to aukwardneſs grace. 


Beflower'd with his meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at night he's as bleſt as a king ; 
After heartily eating he takes a full ſwill, 

Of liquor home brew'd, to fucceſs of his mill. 


He makes no nice ſcruples of toll for his trade, 
For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid; 

His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 
And he values not them of ten thouſand a year : 


He's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote, 

At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat : 

He hates your proud place- men, and do what they w ill, 
They ne'er can ſeduce the ſtanch man of the mill: 
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On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieſt, 
And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the beſt ; 
That the Spaniards ſhall ne“ er interrupt our free trade, 
Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid; 
He fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, 
And he wiſhes poor Germany ftill may have peace; 
Tho' old England he knows may have ſtrength a nd 
have flkill, 

To protect all her minors, and ſave his own mill. 

J 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 

And if water is ſcanty, he takes up his fork, 

And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 

Or with the (tiff plough turns up furrows of cla y 

His harvelt is crown'd with a good Engliſh glee, 

That his country may ever be happy and free; 

With his hand and his heart to king George does he 
fill, 

And may all loyal ſouls a& the man of the mill. 


SONG XCLI, 


Sung by Mi Stevenſon at Vauzhall-Cardens,” 


HEN Damon firſt my eyes beheld, 
My heart with ſecret tranſport thrill'd, 
And pit-a-pat it went ; 
Young, artleſs, innocent, and thy, 
89 unexperienc'd was I, 
I wonder d what it meant, 


p 
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hen e'er I met him on the plain, 
e'd kiſs me, ſigh, and kiſs again, 
And ſweeteſt tales invent: 
And then he'd tell me he mult die ; 
But as I ſaw no danger nigh, 
I wonder'd what he meant, 


To nymphs, whom years had wiſer made, 

I told the tender things he ſaid, 

8 And of his ſad complaint: 

Full well the tender things they knew, 

For they, like me, had heard them roo, 
Nor wonder'd what they meant. 


They anſwer'd, love had touch'd my heart : 


That Damon, 'by his ſex's art, 
Might cauſe me to repent ; 

And that I ſhould defire the ſwan, 
To tell me, when we met agairi, 

| If he to wed me meant, 


Rejoic'd ſuch good advice to find. 

{ trip'd to let him know my min, 

Acroſs the mead intent: 

I told him, did he not deſign, 

With me in Hymen's bands to jon, 
I wonder'd what he meant, 


The youth whoſe Love was aw'd by fear, 

Grew -raptur'd ſuch ſweet ſounds to hear ; 

Straight to the church we went .— : | 

How wiſe we all by marriage grow ! 

Tho' fooliſh once, yet now I know, 
1 know what Damon me ant. N 


E 135} 
SONG XCIt, 
Humphry Gobbin's Courtſoip» 


Courting I went to my Love, _ 
A Who is ſweeter than roſes in May ; 
And when I came to her, by Jove, 

The devil a word could I ſay; 
I walk'd with her into the garden, 

There fully, intending to woe ber; 
But may I be ne'er worth a farthing, 

If of Love I faid any thing to her. 


Iclaſp'd her hand cloſe to my breaſt; 5 
While my heart was as light as a feather; 
Yet nothing I ſaid, I proteſt, 
But, madam, 'tis very fine weather : 
To an arbour I did her attend, 
She aſk'd me to come and fit by her; 
1 crept to the furthermoſt end, 
For I was afraid to come nigh her. 


I aſk'd her which way was the wind. 
For I thought in ſome talk we muſt enter; 
Why, Sir! ſhe anſwer'd and grin'd, | 
Have you juſt ſent your wits for a venture? 
Then into the parlour we went, 
There I yow'd I my paſſion would try; 
But there I was (till as a mouſe, | 


O what a dull booby was J. 
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SONG XCUL, 


The Duſt-Car:, @ favourite Cantata. 


Sung in the Old-woman's Oratory in the Hay- market, in 
| manner of the Madern. Sect by Mr. Olwald, 


R ECITATIVE. 


A Stink'ring Tom the ſtreets his trade did cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 
In duſt cart high advanced the nymph was plac'dy 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt ; _ 
Tom, with uplitted hands th' occaſion bleſt, 
And thus in {uothing ſtrains the maid addreſt, 


A. 


Oh Sylvia, while you drive your carts, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
You take our duſt and ſteal our hearts. 


That mine is gone, alas! tis true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 


l, 
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Oh Lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain, 
Give me the heart you ſtole again, 
Give my heart out of your cart, 
Give me the heart you ſtole again. 


KECITA TIN 


Sylvia advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparklihig eyes about; 
She heav d her ſweeling breaſt as black as ſloe; 


And look'd diſdain on little folks belovr $ 


To Tom ſhe nodded as tbe cart drew on, 
And, then reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, ſtop, John, 


2 


AIR. 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 

Be by a paultry croud oppreſt ? 

Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 

The youths ſhall languiſh and admire z 

Andev'ry girl with anxious heart, 

Shall long toride, Jong to ride, long to ride; in my 

duſt cart, 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt cart. 


- - * 
— * 
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SONG XCIV. 


The Bacchanaltians. 


Sung by Mr. Howard at the Theatre-Reya!, in Covent: 
Garden, 


INE, wine is alone the briſk fountain of mirth, 
Whence jollity ſprings and contentment has 
birth; 

What mortals ſo happy as "we who combine, 

And fix our delight in the juice of the vine: 

No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 

Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 
No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
Then glaſs, after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 


Our Laws are our own not enfore'd by the crown, 
And we ſtand to them fair, till we fairly fall down; 
At acts of repeals we diſdain to repine, 
Nor grudge any tax, but the tax on our wine; 
To Cæſar, and Bacchus, our tribute is due, 
Then glaſs after glaſs my boys let us purſue, 

Cho. To Cæſar, es 


His worſhip fo grave here may revel and roar, 
The Lawyer ſpake truth who ne'er ſpoke ſo before ; 
The parſon here ſtrip'd of his prieſthood's diſguiſe, 
And Chloe's ſcorn'd Lover get drunk and grow wiſe ; 
The huſband may Learn here to combat the ws 
So glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 
Cho, The huſband, Fe. 


2er e 
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The chace of the bottle few accidents wait, 

We ſeldom break necks, tho' we oft crack a pate; 

If wars riſe among us they ſoon again ceaſe, 

One bumper brings truce and another brings peace: 

Tis this way alone we Life's evil ſubdue, 

Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 
Cho. Tis this way, Cc. 


SONG XCV. 
Set by Mr, Larkens 


S Chloe came in the room 'tother day 
[ peeyiſh began, where ſo long could you ſtay ? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour, 
You promis'd at two, and pray look child, 'tis four : 
A Lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels, 
'Tis enough that tis loaded with baubles and ſeals; 
A temper fo heedleſs no mortal can bear, 
Thus tar I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord bleſs me, aid ſhe, let a body but ſpeak, 

Here's an ugly hard roſe- bud fall'n into my neck, 

It has hurt me and vext me to ſuch a degree, 

See here, for you never believe me, pray ſee. 

On the left fide my breaſt what a mark it has made, 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſpiay'd; 

That ſcene of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd, 

Aud forgot ev'ry word I defign'd to have ſaid. 


— 


—— — 


MS ilk. 3. 
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SONG XCVL 


N kiſſes ſweet, the food of Love, 
I ſought my fainting ſoul to feaſt ; 
In vain Flavella bluſhing ſtrove, 
Wich mine her balmy Lips I preſt. 


Soon as I ſnatched the dear delight, 

Fierce paſſion ſparkled from her eyes; 
ave thy Flavella's loathing ſight, | 
Be death thy juſt reward, ſhe cries. 


Fair one, ſaid I, fince tis decreed 
That Death ſhall pay the raviſh'd bliſs ; 

To make me die, my fair, indeed, 

Oh give me ſuch another kiſs ! 


SONG XCVIL 


Sung by Mr. Beard, 


TF*HE fun was fleeping in the main, 
Bright Cynthia filver'd all the plain, 
When Colin turn'd his team to reſt, 

He ſought the Laſs he lov'd the beſt ; 

As t'wards her cot he jogg'd along, 

Her name was frequent in his ſong ; 

Put when his errand Dolly knew, | 
She vow'd ſhe'd ſomething clſc to do, | 
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He ſwore he did eſteem her more 

Than any maid he'd ſeen before, 

In tender ſighs proteſting he 

Would conſtant as the turtle be : 
Talk'd much of death ſhould ſhe refuſe, 
And us'd ſuch arts as Lover's uſe; 
Tis fine, ſays Doll, if *tis but true, 

But now----I've iomething elte to do. 


Her pride then Colin thus addreſs'd, 
Forgive me, Doll, I did but jeſt, 
To her that's kind Pl] conſtant prove, 
But truſt me, I'll ne'er die for love: 
Tho' firſt the did his courtſhip fcorn, 
Now Doll began to court in turn, 
Dear Colin, I was jeiting too, 

Step in- - I've nothing elie to do. 


SONG XCVIII. 
The Man to my Mind, Set by Mr. Charles Burney, 


INCE wedlock's in vogue, and ſtale virgins deſpis'd, 
To all batchelors greeting theſe Lines are premis'd ; 
Im a maid that wou'd marry,----ah ! could I but find 
{1 care not for fortune) a man to my mind. 
care not, &c. | 


Not the fair weather d fop, ſond of faſhion and dreſs, 
Nor the ſquire that can reliſh no joys but the chace, 
Nor the free-thinking rake, whom na morals can bind; 


Neither this, that, nor tother's the man to my mind. 
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Not the ruby-foc'd ſct, who topes world without end, 

Nor the drone that can't reliſh his bottle and triend, 

Nor the fool that's too fond, nor the churl that's un- 
kind; 

Neither this, that, nor tother's the man to my mind 


Nor the rich with full bags, without breeding or merit, 
Nor the Flaſh that's all fury, without any ſpirit, 

Nor the fine maſter Fribble, the ſcorn of mankind : 
Neither this, that, nor *tother's the man to my mind. 


But the youth whom good ſenſe and good nature 10. 
Whom the brave mult — and the fair ſhou'd ad- 
In whoſe heart Love cw are with honour con- 
This, this, and no KY 78. man to my mind, 


£ONG xcxix. 
Tiby Reduc d. 


E AR Tom this brown jug that now ſoams with 
: mild ale, 
(In which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale,) 
Was once Toby Fillpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 
As e'er drank a bottle, or ſathem'd a bowl. 
In boozing about *twas his praiſe to excel, 
And among jolly topers he bore off the * 
1 Bell, he bore off the bell. 


#- 65» 


3th 
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It chanc'd as in Dog-days he fat at his eaſe, 

In his flow'r-woven arbour as gay as you pleaſe; 
With a friend and a pipe, puffing forrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath-doors of Life on a ſudden were ſhut, [! 
And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had refolv'd it again, 
A potter found out in it's covert ſo ſnug, 
And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown j jug, 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, and mirth, and mild ale, 
So here's to my Lov'ly ſweet Nan of the vale, 
Vale, ſweet Nan of the vale, 


1 bat WMS, OD — 


SONG C. 
Fair Hehe. 
Sung by Mr. Beard at Ranelagh-Garderts, | 


AIR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign, 
To elcape from her charms and to drown 'em in 
wine, 
I try'd it, but fouud, when I came to depart, 
The wine in wy head, and ſtill Love in my heart; 
I repair'd to my reaſon, mtreated her aid, 
Whopaus'd on my caſe and each circumſtance weigh'd, 
Then gravely pronounc'd in return to my pray'r, 
That Hebe was faireſt of all chat was fair. 
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That's @ truth reply'd I, I've no need to be taught, 
I came for a counſel to find out a fault, | 
If that's all quoth reaſon, return as you came, 

To find fault with Hebe would forteit my name. 
What hopes then, alas ! of relief from my pain, 

While like Light'ning the darts thro' each throbbing 

vein, 
My ſenſes ſurpriz'd in her favour took arme, 
And reaſon conſirms me a flave to her charms, 


SONG CI. 


A favmrite Sing ſung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Oſwald, 
J The Words by Dr. Smolet. | | 


AV fatal ſhafts unerring move, 

I bow before thine altars, Love ! 
J feel thy foft, reſiſtleſs flame, 
Glide ſwift thro' all my vital frame, 

I feel thy ſoft, Cc. 


For while I gaze my boſom glows, 
My blood in tides, impetuous flows ; 
Hope, fear, and joy, alternate roll, 
And floods of tranſports whelm my ſoul. 


My fault'ring tongue attempts in vaing 
In ſoothing murmurs to complain; 
My tongue ſome ſecret magic ties, 


My murmurs fink in broken ſighs, 
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Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the filent tear; 
Unheard 1 mourn, unknown I figh, 
Unfriended live, unpiticd die! | 


SONG CIL 


Nis wine makes us Love, and Love makes ug 
drink, TS _ 
And each dees the other uphold ; 
Ii think myſelt Jove while theſe I enjoy, 
Nor own myſelf mortal till cid. 


Chorws . 


Then join ed my boys, make the bleſſings divine, 
For mea mult be gods when they've women and wine, 


When old Lam grown, and toying is paſt, 
In wine {muſt place all my joy; 

And the' Um unfit tor Love to the laſt, 
Yet till Lean drink till I die. 


Ch as. 


Then join em, my boys, make the bleſſings divine, 
For men muſt be gods when they've women and wing 
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SONG. CI, 
To the Tune ef, The Reaſt Beef of ald England, 
Beatfeoain. 


INCE again bold defiance appears in proud France, 
Ye ſtaunch Britiſh tars, let us boldly advance 
And now in our turns let us teach them to dance. 


Chorus of jolly Tars. 


O ! the brave Tars of Old England ; 
And, O! the Old Engliſh brave Tars.] 


Tho furious at firſt, vet we know they'll foon fiy O; 
But brave Engliſh Tars, they will conquer or die O; 
From the ſhore of old Thames to the banks of Ohio. 

O the brave Tars, &c, 


As ſoon as juſt vengeance ſhall take up her whip, 

From the head to the ſtern they will tremble and ſkip 

For they live on Soup Maigre, While we drink good flip. 
. O the brave Tars, Se- 


Dur commanders tho' wiſe, will give valour due ſcope, 
As the ſhip is impell'd, or reſtrain'd, by a rope; 
Fair caution's our helm, and our anchor is hope. 


O the brave Tars, G. 


Wa tid 
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As ſoon as our glorious commander embarks 
n ſpite of the threats of ten thouſand mon==--archs ? 


We are gudgeons, they think ; but they'll find we are 
ſharks, 


O the brave N Sc. 


The genius of Britain behold on the deck, 
And Old Engliſh faith without blemiſh or ſpeck ; 
For either, or both, I'd venture my neck. 
O the brave Tars, &.. 


Behold haval glory preſents her own crown t'ye; 
Come hither, brave boys, from each town and each 
countr 


And j From partake of his Majeſty” s bounty, 


O the brave Tars, Cc. 


No more ſhall the French, with their Gaſconades 
brave ye, 
But each fop in armour ſhall cry out peccavi; 
Sing huzza ! to king George and his brave roy al 
navy. 


Cherus ef jelly Tarr. 


O ! the brave Tars of Old England 3 
And, O! the Old Engliſh brave Tars, 
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SON G. CIV. 


The Jovial Valunteers. 


LL jo. Vers that have a mind, 
To fee king George that's good and kind, 

Come Liſt, and enter into pay, 
Then over tbe hills and far away: 
Over the hills and over the main, 
Your country's glory to regain, 
King George commands and we'll obey, 
Over the hills and far away. 


Here's thirty ſhillings, with cans of flip, 
And that will make you jump and ſkip, 
And plunder get both night and day, 
When over the hills and far away. 

Over the hills, Sc. | 


Hear that, brave boys, end let us go, 
Or elſe we ſhall be preſs'd you know, 
Then Liſt and enter into pay, 

And over the hills and far away: 
Over the hills, &c, 


The captains they will ſearch about, 
To find ſuch briſk young fellows out, 
Then let's be volunteers I ſay, 

Over the hills and far away; 

Over the hills, Sc. 'y 
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He that is forc'd to go and fight, 
Will never get true honour by't, 
While volunteers ſhall win the day, 
When o'er the hills and far away. 
Orer the hills, c. 


Our Hawke like the immortal Drake, 

Will make the French and Epaniards quake, 
When o'er the hills and o'er the main, 
He breaks their clole intrigues in twain , 
And plunder get both night and day, 
When o'er the hills and tar away. 

Over the hills, Co. 


For if we go 'tis one to ten, 

But we return all gentlemen, 

All gentlemen as wellas they, 
When o'er the hills and far away: 
Over the hills and over the main, 
Our country's glory to maintain, 


Come, brave boys, be not wheedl'd then, 

By falſe deſigning crafty men, 
hat here in ambuſh lye, 

To betray you all to flavery, X 

Then Liſt, my Lads, and enter into pay, 

And o'er the Ruit and far away; | 

Over the hills and over the main, 

Your country's glory to maintain, 


While our royal duke at home will (py, 

The two Italian ſnakes that here in ambuſh lie, 
And once again he'll make them fly, | 
O'er the hills and far away, 

O'er the hills and far away, | 

The wind to blow their falſe plad away, 
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Deb: 
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SONG CV. 

"A favorite new Song ſung at Vauxhall. 
MILE, ſmile Britania ſmile, 
Thy genins comes again, 
To guard thy fruitful iſle, 

And thunder o'er the main: 
Thy gallant ſons diſdain their eaſe, vet tl 
Now crown thee miſtreſs of the ſeas, _ A 0 

Now crown thee miſtreſs of the ſeae, 

While dauntleſs they advance, 

And bid the cannons roar, C 
They'll ſcourge the pride of France, V 
And ſhake the Gallic ſhore. B 
Deriding Tempeſts o'er the waves, T 
With courage never known to ſlaves, 1 

With courage, c. 

The decks all ſtain'd with blood, L 
The bullets wing'd with fate, | 
The wide and reſtleſs flood | 

Cannot their rage abate. A 
In Anſon and in Warren wake EL 
The ſouls of Ruſſel and of Blake, A 


The fouls; Se . 


Britons purſue the blow, | 
Like ſons of freedom fight; 
Convince the haughty foe, | 
That you'll maintain your right, 
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Pehance bid to France and Spain, 
Alert your empire o'er the mainz 
Aſſert your, Se. 


S ON G cx. 


Recitative. 


HE chace is o'er, and on the plain, 
The hounds the luſty ſtag have lain i 


r the Eorns with ſprightly tone, 


our ſportive pleaſures crown. 
Air 


Of Britons thus, the antient race, 

With nervous toil purſue the chace 

By no ungen'rous thoughts controul'd, 

There hearts were honeſt free and bold, 

There hearts were honelt free and bold, 
Of Britons, c. 


Like them again, no ſlaves to courts; 

— Britons ſti}] purſue their ſports; 
ike them again, ſhall Britons be, 

As brave, as honeſt, and as free, 

Like them again, ſhall Britons be, 

As brave, as noneſt, and as free. 
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DJ 
SONG CVI. 


Clke's nible Cheice. 


HE beau with his delicate wemaniſh ſace, 
Whole merit all lies in a feather and Lace ; 
The proud, the immorral, the coward, the. vain, 
May ſue for my Love, but will meet my diſdain, 


The dunce I deteſt, and whoſe wit is ſevere, 


I ficken whenever a fycophant's near. | þ 
The brute that's ill-manner'd, diſorders one much, 

And I'd die an oid maid, e'er I'd couple with ſuch, 1 
But he in whom ſenſe and politeneſs are joined, N 


Whoſe ſtudy has been to embelliſn his mind: 
W hoſe pleatures ne'er injufe his health nor his purſe, 
Is fit to be taken for better for worſe, 


Whoſe wit has no gall, and whoſe tongue no deceit 
Whoſe nature is noble, his conduct dilcreet 3 
Ne'er knew any fear but to hurt or offend, 

If he queſtions-my heart, he will find it his friend, 


urſe, 


deceit 


riendt, 
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SONG CVIIL 


O woe me and win me, and kiſs and all that, 
Young Colin trip'd over the plain ; 
He ſaw me, he bluſh'd, and he play'd with his hat, 
So I bid him return back again : 
Ah! Phillis, he cry'd, from the cottage I've ſtray'd, 
In hopes you'd be kind to your ſwain 
O grant me a kiſs, 
You may take it I ſaid, 
But pray never attempt it again, 
But pray never attempt it again. 


Embolden'd by this, he ſat down at my hides 
The favour ſo ſmall to obtain; 

1 know not how *twas, but he ſoften'd my pride, 
So I cry'd you may kits me again: 

My boſom grew warmy and my heart beat in haſte, 
While rapture empower'd the fond ſwain ; 


And eh ies ye fair, 
9 


For I he im fo faſt, 
That he cogld not return back again, 
That he could not return back again. 


s ON G CIX. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe in the Entertainment ef EY 


Sorceror. 


OME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
Eeach Lad with his Laſs hither come, 
With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure advaneing, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt homes, 
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* 
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Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. | | 


Our Labour is o'er, our barns in full ſtore, 
Now (well with rich gifts of the Land; 
Let each man then take, for his prong and his rake, 
His cann, and his laſs ja his hand; oa 
For Ceres, Sc. 


No courtier can be, ſo happy as we 
In innocence, paſtime, and mirth; 
While thus we carouſe, with our ſweet- heart, or ſpouſe 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth: 
When Ceres bids play, and keeps holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveit home, 


To celebrate harveſt home, 


SONG CX. 


. his miſtreſs, whilſt each poet raiſes, 
| The ſweet flowing flattering ſong ; 
] alk but to ſing the juſt praiſes 
Of beautiful charming miis Tonge. 
Good ſenſe, manners, wit, and good nature 
To her in perfection belong; | 
And madeſty bloom in each feature 
Of elegant charming mils Tonge. 


Each beauty how far ſhe eclipſes, 
Whene'er ſhe adorns the gay throng ! 

And the faireſt appear black as gypſies, 

Compaz'd with the fairer mils Tonge. 


d 


ſe 
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Let heroes gain honour by fighting, 
With bays let their poets be hung! 

Than theirs my dear theme's more delighting, 
A nobler conqueſt is miſs Tonge. 


While the rakes takes delight in undying 
The modeſt the fair and the young, 
My wiſh is to fave, not to ruin, 

The lovly dear charmer miſs Tonge. 


Each night let them hunt ſor new faces, 
Their dear gotten joys to prolong; 

More bliſs than in all their embraces, 
ls center'd alone in miſs Tonge, 


To add to their ſtore, let the miſer 
And pedant toll all the night long; 
Ye Gods ! how much richer and wiſer 
Mult he be who gains Kitty Tonge. 


Her cheeks bloom but huſh muſe ns farther, 
To deſcribe wou'd be doing her wrong, 
For deſcription at beſt wou'd but murder 
The beauties of matchleſs mils Tonge, 


On the day that you give me my charmer, 
Each year ſhall your praiſes be ſung, *' 

And no votary 's pray'rs ſhall be warmer 
Than mine for the Lovely miſs Tonge, 


Then hear, O ye pitying powers, 
With doubt not thus let me be * ; 
But bind me eternally yours, 


By binding to me Kitty Tonge, 


* 


7 


[ 134 ] 
SONG CXT, 


RINGING 


* 
E nyraphs who preſide o'er the muſical throng, 
O aid me a little, and inſpire my ſong; 
On a theme, which nor Horace, nor Homer of yore, 
Or the reſt of the bards, e ex your aid did implore. 


The Ringing's my theme, of dear Ringing I fing, 
Britannia's own part, for no people elſe ring: 
Could my verſes but equal the theme of my ſong, 
All muſick ſhould yield to the merry ding-dong. 


Tis ſome in the notes of a fiddle delight, 
And with a dull crowder will friſk all the night, 
Such capering ſots are unworthy my ſong 
Compar'd with the muſical merry ding-dong, 


Let the beau to Vauxhall with impatience repair 
To hear Stevenſon ſing, and at caſcades to [tare ; 


Such ſqueaking and rumbling, may ſuit the gay throng, 


But are trifling compar'd with the lofty ding-dong, 


Aſculapius's ſone, thoſe grave ſages of art. 
Briſk action preſcribe as the balm of the heart; 
It fo, what more fitting our lives to prolong, 
Than to bome in the lofty, the merry ding- dong. 


When the parſon the conjugal harneſs has ty'd, 


And hamper'd in wedlock, the bride-groom and brive; 


o 3. 
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pride; 
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Tho” nought but grim death can divide the tough thong, 


Twill wear roughly (they fay) unleſs ſmooth'd with 
ding-dong. 


In war's cruel ſtrife ſhould our conquering fleet, 
Thoſe peace-breaking villains, the Frenchmen defeat, 
Nor hautboys, nor fiddles, nor Rutes will avail, 

'Tis the merry tun'd bells muſt declare the glad tale 


On the birth-days when nought but briſk joy's to be 


found, 
Tho" cannons, and trumpets, and kettle-drums ſound z 
Oar rairth is impertect as C----b----r's trite fong, 


Till clos'd in the ev'ning with merry ding-dong. 


Come fill me a glaſs, fill it high, brother ſtring, 

A bumper I'll drink, for my toaſt is the king; 

May his Majeſty's reign be auſpicious and long, 

And his race never fail while the bells ſay ding-dong. 


SONG CXIL 


Owever ſome in coaches, or barrows ſome may 
— ene 
is want that makes the mendicant, and not the 
wooden leg, 
When a begging they do go, do go, do go, 
When a begging they do go. 


'Tis thus by greater poverty, that nobles grow re- 
| nown'd, 
For where we want a penny, tate beggars want a. 
pound, 3 
And a begging, &c. 
| 5 
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Your Courtiers beg for honour,,——and that's a 
want indeed, | 

As many ſhould for honeſty, but will net own 
their need, 


Tho' a begging, &c. 


Your vizir begs for ſubſidies, your party-men for place; 
Your churchmen for a benefice, but not a man 
for grace, 
When a begging, &c. 


Thus all from Rome to London, are of the begging 
| train, 
But we who beg for charity, are thoſe who beg in vain, 
Yet a begg.ng we muſt go, &c. 


S ON G. CXIII. 


OUR ſace, Vour tongue, Vour wit, 


˖ ſo fair, So [weet, So ſharp, 
Pirſt bent, Then drew, Then hit, 
Mine eye, Mine ear, Mine heart, 
Mine eyes, Mine ear, My heart, 
Tolike, To learn, To love, 
Your face; Your tongue, Your Wit; 
Doth lead, Doth teach, Doth move. 
Your face, Your tongue . Your wit, 
With beams With found, With art, 
Doth blind, Doth charin, Doth rule, 
Mine eye, Mine ear, Mine heart, 
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Mine eye, Mine ear, Mine heart, 
vn With life, With hope, With kill, 
Your face, Your tongue, Your wit, 
Doth feed, X Doth feaſt, Doth fill. 
J O face! O ſong ! O wit! 
an With frowns, Vith check With ſmart, 
Wrong not, Vex not, Wound not, 
Mine eye, Mine car, Mine heart, 
ing This eye, This ear, This heart, 
. Shall Joy, Shall bend, Shall l car, 
am, Your face, Vour tongue, Vour wit, 
To ſerve, To truſt, To fear. 


SONG CXIV. 


OU may ſay what you will, but Belinda's too 


) tall, 

„ And Stella's all bone, and her ſhape is too ſmall; 
Dear Chloe's my with, tho' extenſive her charms, 

eaſt, Tho' the front of her ſtays are too wide for my arms, 

Q 'Tis certain miſs Panny's a ſweet little dear, 

ihe And Zephyrs ſpring edours when Lucy is near; 

ts But Chloe's all ſweetneſs by nature deſign d, 

16Ve, V/e might call her an hogſhead of double-retined, 

gh : When ſhe dances then leaps my fond heart like a frog, 

Nr When with rapture preſs her, I'm lott in a togz _ * 

aha I beg for a kiſs, while my vows I renew, 


And imbibe half a pint of ambrofial dew, 
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She frequently mentions young Strephon the beau, 
But why ſhould I reckon my rival a for; 
F'en let him proceed, it will ne'er give me pain, 
We both ſhall find more than our arms will contain, 


I've oft overheard the ill-natured expreſſion, 
That beauty fo bulky muſt pall in poſſefiion 3 
In his notion the critick Is ſurely miſled, 

Love's flame by her fat will be conſtantly fed. 


Some nymphs have angelical ſweetneſs and grace, 
But Chloe has rather a Cherubim's face ; 

She's always good humoured, facetious and free, 
And orily gives pain when ſhe fits on my knee. 


1 ſtart, not as tim'rous Fribles have done, 


At the ſubſtance of three or four females in one : 
Firſt ballance her weight with his majeſty's coin, 
Then let the dear ponderous charmer be mine. 


S OVG CXV. 


” *. 
* 


E'VE fought, we have conquer'd, and England 
| once more, 
Shall flouriſh in fame, as ſhe flouriſh'd before ; 
Our fears are all fled, with our enemies ſlain, 
Cou'd they riſe up anew, we would flay them again 
Cou'd they riſe up anew, we wou'd ſlay them again, 


His monarch to ſerve or todo himſelf right, 


No Engliſhman yet ever flinch'd from the fight; 


For why ! neighbours all, we are free as the king, 


Tis that makes us brave, and tis that makes us ſing, 
Tis that makes us brave and tis that makes us ng. 


and 
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Our prince too, for this, may be thankful to fate, 

It is in our freedom, he finds himſelf great, 

No force can be wanting, nor meaner court arts, 

He's maſter of all, who will reign in our hearts, 
He's maſter of all, who will reign in our hearts. 


Shoutd rebels within, or ſhould foes from without, 
Bring the crown on his head or his honour in doubt; 
We are ready----{till ready----and boldly foretell, 
That conqueſt ſhall ever with Liberty dwell, 

That conquelt ſhall ever with Liberty dwell. 


And now bring us forth as the crown of our IL. abour, 
Much wine and good cheer, with the pipe and the 
tabor : ; 
Let our nymphs all be kind, and our ſhepherds be gay, 
For England, old England is .happy to day, 
For England old England is happy to day. 


SONG CXVL 


Sung by Mr. Shutor at Commus's Court, 


IVE us glaſſes my wench, give us wine and we'll 
quench, | 
The remembrance of pain and of grief ; 
To the winds with our care, for we'll never Ceſpair, 
While a bottle can give us relief, 
While a bottle can give us relief, 


E 
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In our revels and joy we'll forget the proud boy, 
Let the Lethe its miracle work; 
For as hollow, I find, as the bottle's her mind; 
And her heart is as light as a cork, 
And her heart is as light as 4 cor k. 


Ariadne they gay, in deſpair, as they ſay, 
For the bully that left her behind : 

Wou'd have hang'd, or have drown'd, 
But in Bacchus ſhe found, 

A new Lover as conſtant as kind. 


Theſe are tables, my dear, but the moral is clear ; ; 
It was ine that her peace did reſtore, 

When he left the poor Laſs, 
Why the tock to her glaſs 

And the never remember'd him more. 


SONG CXVIL 


* 


HIS World is a ſtage, 
On which mankind engage, 

And each as his part in a throng : 

But all is conſuſion, 

Meer ſolly, deluſion, 
And iaith nothing elſe but a ſong ; 

A ſong, a 08. gs 
And faith nothing elle but a ſong. 


The parſon ſo grave, 
Says your foul he will fave, 


And point the right way from the wrong, 


Aiter piouſly teaching, 
And long-winded preaching, 
He puts of his flock with a lung, &c. 


— 
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The doctor he fills, 
Lou with bolus and pills, 3 
With aſſurance to make you live long 
But, believe me tis true, 
The guinea's in view, 


And the reſt 1s all but a ſong, Sc. 


The ſurgeon ſo bold, 
His Lancet doth hold, 
And flaſhes your body along ; 
Small wounds he enlarges, 
To ſwell up your charges, 
His art like the relt is a ſong, Cc. 


The ſoldier he rattles, 
Of ſieges and battles, 
And action's that he's been among; 
His preferment and ſpirit, 
Are both like his merit, 
You ſee they are bought for a ſong, Cc. 


The maſter he cries, 
See the clouds how they riſe, 
Up aloft, my briſk Lads, it blows ſtrong ; 
Boy, make us ſome flip, 
And I'll warrant the ſhip, 
Will ſoon reach her port is his ſong, Cc. 


Vers'd in quirks and in quibbles, 
The Lawyer he ſcribbles, 
And moves his mellifluous tongue; 
Twixt demur and vocation, 
He'll raiſe expectation, | 
Then fink your eltafe to a ſong, c. 
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The merchant is bent, 
On his twenty per-cent, 
To him journal and Ledger belong; 
Commiſſion with charges, 
His profit enlarges, 
Till his ballance may end ia a ſong, Sc, 


With powder and Lace, 
And effeminate face, 
The gay fop behold ftrutting along; 
Juſt arriv'd from his travels, 
At nothing he levels, 
But juſt at a dance and a ſong, Cc. 


The gentle coquet, 
She's all in a fret, 
In the morn if her toilet be wrong ; 
The whole day ſhe will paſs, 
To conſult her dear g'aſs, 
And at night die away with a ſong, Cc. 


The ſurly old prude, 
She will ſay you are rude, 
For the bliſs tho” ſhe ſecretly long; 
But take her aſide, 
You may manage her pride, 
And her virtue bring down to a ſong, Ec. 


©, 
The courtier he ſmiles, 
At the time he beguiles, 
And feeds you with promiſes long ; 
He ſqueezes your hand, 
And calls you his friend, 


* 


Tho' he means nothing more than a ſong, @:. 
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Then let us be jolly, 
Drive hence melancholy, 

Since we are brave fellows among; 
Taſte Life as it paſles, 
And fiil up your glailes, 

And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong, 
A ſong, a ſong, 
And each honeſt blade ſing a ſang. 


SONG CXVIII. 


SYLVIAs SMICEET. 
Oce iſiened by ſeeing a young Lady at work Apen a foi 


8 2 divine, ye mules nine, 

Teach me to fing like a cricket, 

Nor deem me bold, while 1 unfold 
The charms of Sylvia's ſmicket. 


Her needle darts quite thro' my he:r.'s 
Core with the pain how ſick it} 1 
I feel it twitch at ev'ry ſtitch. ; 
That's ſet in Sylvia's Smicket, 


Thoſe threads ſo fine and ſlender twine, } 
(Than ſmalleſt hair leſs thick it,) A 4 

Reſiſtleſs prove the links of Love, a 

TI. at tye me to her Smicket, 


—— 
— — 


* 
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But oh ! the thimble on her nimble 
Neat finger, leſt ſhe prick it! 

O cou'd it yield as rm a thield, 
To ſave me from her Smicket, 


So nice, ſo neat, and ſo compleat, 
(Wich tears alas! I ſpeak it) 
Muſt it be torn; to rags be worn, 
Like any commmon Smicket; 


To burn for tinder, fame dirty cinder, 

Wench will to pieces pick it | 
Like me each match the flame ſhall catch, 
And kindle at her Smicket, 


It's ſnow-white hue it may renew 
In paper, card, or tickit; 
And J, fond ſwain, may tell my pain 
To Sylvia on her Smicket. 


„ CY pany 


o hunt the hare be others care, 

And beat the field or thicket ; 
A ſweeter game ſhall bemy aim, 

That burrows in her Smicket. 


— F © 


In damaſk fine let others ſhine, v 
(The moment could I nick it} v 
I'd rather preſs-a fig for dreſ A 
My Sylvia in her Smicket.' 


But ſhould ſhe frown, in pond I'll drown, _ At 
Or hang me at her wicket. Sh 
Then, maiden proud, inſtead ot ſhroud ' Ar 


I wrap me in your Smicket, 
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so NG CXIX, 


A Nymph there lives and many a ſwain, 
Has figh'd for oft, but ſigh'd in vain,” 
Aud born the inſults and diſdain 
Of proud, but handſome Molly, 
Ot proud, &c. 


The charms that deck'd this fav'rite maid, 
In verſe and proſe, were ſung and ſaid, 
For wits will write, and beaux may read, 


Ot happy, happy Molly. 


Too long coquetted the vain fair, 

Time, that ev'n beauty ſcorns to ſpare, 

Stole o'er the eyes, the cheeks, the hair ! 
Of filly, heedleſs Molly. 


Unheeded now at ball or play, ; 

She hates the pretty, blames the gay : 

Ah! who one tender thing will ſay 
To poor delerted Molly. 


Yet ſtill ſhe ling'ring haunts the ſcene, 
Where once ſhe acted beauty's queen, 
And ev'ry fimple heart had been 

The ſlave of tyrant Molly. 


At length with fruitleſs hope worn out, 
She quits the guiddy youthful rout, 
And turns ſo monſtrouſly devout, 

No ſaint was e'er like urs 


e — 5 Ge. 
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SONG CXX, 


E Sy Fanny. fair I would impart 

The cauſe of all my woe, 
That beauty which has won my heart, 

She ſcarcely ſeems to know : 

Unſkill'd in arts of womankind, 

Without deſign ſhe charms : 
How can the ſparkling eye be blind 

Which every boſom warms, 

Which ev'ry bolom, Sc. 


She knows her power, tis all deceit; 
Her conſcious bluſhing ſhews, 
That bluſhing to the eye more ſweet, 

Than opening budding role ; 
But the delicious fragrant roſe, 
Tuat charms the tenſe ſo much, , 
Upon a thorny briar grows, * 
And wounds whene'er you touch, | 


So when ! firſt beheld the fair, 
With raptures | was bleſt ; I 
But when I would approach too near, C 
At once I loit all reſt; 5 
Th' exchanging fight, the ſweet ſurprize, 
Prepar'd me for my doom, 
And one cold look from thoſe b:ight (yes, 7 
Wou'd lay me in my tomb, | | T 


Wou'd lay, Sc. 
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SONG CXXI. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, at Ranelagh. 
The Words by Mr. Whitehead, 


VI belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 
Who trip in this frobekſome round; 
Pelthse tell me from whence this indecency ſprings, 

The lexes at once to coniound, 
hh t means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
N ith each mot ion deſign d to perplex ? 
Krisht eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, 
nd loftnels the teſt of your lex, 
Dear gir!s, and loitnels the teſt of your ſex. 


ay call ev'ry art to her aid, 
for diſplay'd, and the peticoat ſhort, 
re Jamples ſhe gives of her trade. 
lat 780 0 on whom fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
nd whom pride has preſerv'd from the ſnare, 
9590.8 Mi y attack us with coyneſs and wiles, 
{ot with open and inlolent war, 
Brave girls, not With, Cc. 


The 5 who on beauty depends for ſupport, 


phe Kar; whoſe ſtatue delights all mankind, 
rinks modeitly back from the view, 
Akt! 228% ſhou'd ſeem by the artiſt deſign's, 
Io k er ve as A model for you, 


K 2 


1 
| 
| 
; 


| 
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| Then learn with her beauties to copy her air, 

a Nor venture too much to reveal, 

Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
And double each charm you conceal, 

Sweet girls, and double, @&c. 


| The bluſhes of morn, and the mildneſs of May, 
| Are charms which no art can procure, 
Oh ! be but yourſelves, and our homage we'll pay, 
And your empire is ſolid and ſure: 
But if Amazon-like you attack your gallants, 
And put us in fear of our lives, 
You may do very well for ſiſters and aunts, 
| But, believe me, you'll nev er be wives, 


.. Poor girls, believe tne, &c. 


SONG CXXII. 
| Sung by Mr. Beard at Ranelagh-Gardens. 


HAT Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my- 
F pride 
I always have boaſted and ſeek not to hide 
I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go, 
They ſay I'm, in love, but I anſwered no, no. 


„ e7 - 


They ſay I'm in love, Ic. 
| At evening oft times with what pleaſure I ſee, B. 
A note from her hand Ill be with you at tea; T 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below, I} 


Baut fay not it's love, for I anſwer no no. 


* 


1 


She ſings me a ſong and I eccho it's ftrain, 


| Again cry Jenny, ſweet Jenny again; 


I kiſs her ſweet Lips as if there I could grow, 
But ſay not it's love, for I anſwer no no. 


She tells me her faults as ſhe fits on my knee, 
1 chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me; 


My ſhoulder ſhe taps and ftill bids me think fe, 


Who knows but ſhe loves, tho' the anſwers no no, 


From beauty and wit and good- humour how 1 


Shou'd prudence adviſe and compel me to fly; 

Thy bounty, O fortune make haſte to beftow, 

And let me deſerve her, or ſtill I'll fay no. 
And let me, &c, 


SONG CXXIII. 
A humorous Cantita, 
ae 


OME courtly youth whom Love inſpire:, 
May ſing of flames and ſoft deſires; 
Or ſtring Apollo's tuneful lyre, 
To move in melting ſtrain; 
But I Parnaſſus ne'er have ſeen, 
The god of Love or Cyprian queen 3, 
I know not what thoſe fancies mean, 
A poor and homely ſwain, 
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Air. 


I know that I went to the fair, 
I know that I went to the fair, 
The milter's daughter Moll was there; 
Her beauty made me gape and flare , 

A woeful fight for john : 
I fell in Love upon the place, 
I told her my unhappy caſe ; 
Yet itill ſhe turn'd away her face, 
And bid me get me gone, 
And bid me, &c. 


. My heart went bumping in my breaſt, 
It broke a ſcore of ribs at leaſt ; 
The live-long day I took no reſt, 
Nor clos'd the eyes at night : 
I am fo bad at times that I, 
For aught I know may come to die, 
If the keeps on her cruelty; . 
Jam in doleful plight, 
1 am, Se. 


SONG cxxw. 
72 


En 
* 
” 


Bacchus's invitation to the choice Spirits, 


/ 


E ſons of the bottle, ye choice ſpirits all, 

1 Riſe, rife, O make haſte, and attend to my 

is Bacchus invites you, then Bacchus obey, 

O come, come, come, come, core, come, away; 
O come, c. . 


|; 
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Leet mortals of buſineſs and ſons of dull care, 
Who live in ſuſpence, both in hope and in fear; 
Aſk me ſor advice, and I'll give them a bowl, 
Of cordial, as god's di ink, to rouze up the foul, 


Tis the juice of the grape, that gives heat to the 
cold, 
Good- nature to miſer:, ind youth tc the old, 
Without its aſſiſtance, ſoft pleaſure wou'd cloy, 
Wine prompts us and fires us to Love and to Joy. 


Wine make* the maid kinder and willing fo kiſs, 
Till at length ſhe conſents and conſummates your bliſs ; 
Sweet Venus is wont e' er ſhe leaps into bed, 

To take a full glats to enliven her head. 


Then, ye good fellows all, to my table repair, 
And empty the bottles that ſtand for you there; 


Who flinches his bumper or puts by his glaſs, 


Is not for a wench----1 pronounce him an aſs, 
SONG CXXV. 


HE fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride, 
For riches like ſig- leaves their nakednels hide; 
The ſlave that is poor, muſt pine all his Life, 
In a batchelor's ed without miſtreſs or wife, 
In a batchelor's bed, Cc. 


In the good days of yore they ne' er troubled their 
heads 
In ſettling of jointures or making of deeds; 
But Adam and Eve, when firſt enter'd the courſe, 
* en took one another for better ſor worſe. 
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Then prithee, dear Chloe, ne er aim to be great; 
Let Love be thy jointure, ne'er mind an eſtate; 
You never can be poor who have all thoſe charms, 


And I hall be rich when I've you in my arms, 
An dl ſhall, Cc. 


SONG CxxXVI. 
Drinking. 
Who knows not the value of orthodox wine: 


Jam reſolv'd I will drink on and die, 
I am reſolv'd, Sc. 


T ſome pretty finner go wheedle and whine, 


Your advice may be good, but I've no time to ſpare, 


Here bring me ſome wine, I can't poſſibly bear, 
For I'll loſe not a minute, not I, not I, 
For I'll, Cc. 


That terrible blade Alexander by narhe, 
Who makes ſuch a noiſe in the annals of fame, 
Owes it all to the juice of the vine ; 
That he might not loſe time, which he ne'er cou 4 
retrive, 
He had always in battle a ſquire in his ſleeve, 
To ſupply him each minute with wine, 
To ſupply him, &c. 


Twas wine made the univerſe quake at his nod, 
For each bumber he drank made him fight like a god ; 
Such courage did Bacchus inſpire 5 


# 
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So wide are his conqueſts, ſo boundleſs his rage, 
That this world for his arms was too narrow a fl 
And he long'd to ſet others on fire, 
And he long'd, &c. 


Poor tottering reaſon, thou'lt tumble, I fear, | 
Down tumble thou ſad antichriſtian to beer, 
And mirth from thy ruin ſhall riſe ; 
If wiſdom ſays I mult go ſober to bed, 
I vow nd proteſt I'll be deaf, dumb, and dead, 
If e'er I' be fooliſhly wile, 
If e'er, &c. 


SONG CXXVI. 


N 2 vale fring'd with woodland, where grottos 
. abound, 
And rivulets murmur, and ecchoes reſound, 
1 vow'd to the muſes my time and my care, 
Since neither cou'd win me the ſmiles of my fair, 


As freedom inſpir'd me, I rang*d and I ſung; 
And Daphne's dear name never fell from my tongue: 
But if once a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, 
I ſhou'd with, unawares, that my Daphne might hear- 


With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd 
Alluſions to none but the nymph I ador'd : 
And the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, 
The deeper impreſſion the made on my mind. 
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Ah! whilſt I the beauties of nature purſue, 


I ſtill muſt my Daphne's fair image renew; 


The graces have cholen with Daphne to rove, 


And the muſes are all in alliance with love. 


SONG CXXVIL. 


My Daphne with your notes detain : 
Or have read my grove in vain. 


Ye flow 'rs before her footfteps riſe; 
Diſplay at once your brighteſt dyes 3 
That the vour opening charms may fee : 
Or what were all your charms to me? 


Kind zephyr ! bruſh each fragrant flower, 
And ſhed its odours round my bow'r 
Or never more, O gentle wind, 
Shall I, from thee, refreſhment find, 


Ye ſtreams if e'er your banks I lov'd, 
If eber your native ſounds improv'd, 
May each ſoft murmur footh my fair, 
Or, oh! 'twill deepen my deſpair. 


And thou, my grot whoſe lonely bounds 
'The melancholy pine ſurrounds, | 
May Daphne praiſe thy peaceful gloom ; 
Or thou ſhalt prove her Damon's tomb, 


E birds! for whom I rcar'd the grove, 
With melting lay falute my Love : 


| 
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SONG cxxix. 


The Roſe Bud. 


EE, Flavia, ſee that budding roſe, 

How right ber.eath the buſh it glows | 
How ſafely there it lurks conceal'd 3 
How quickly blaſted, when reveal'd ! 


The ſun with warm attracting rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze : 
A blaſt deſcends from eaſtern ſkies, 
And all its bluſhing radiance dies, 


Then guard my fair your charms divine; 
And check the fond defire to ſhine 
Where fame's tranſporting rays allure, 
While here more happy, more ſecure. 


The breath of ſorme neglected maid 
Shall make you ſigh you left the ſhade : 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind 
As, to the roſe, an eaſtern wind. 


5 
The nymph reply'd, “ You firſt, my ſwaing 

©+ Confine your ſonnets to the plain ; ; | 

« One envious tongue alike diſarms, 

9 You of your wit, me, of my charms, 
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1% What is unheard, the tuneful thrill“ 
% Or what, unknown, the poets {kill ? 
* What, unadmir'd a charming mien, 
„Or what the roſe's bluſh, unſeen > 


SONG. CxxxX. 


27 ritten in a Collection of Bacchanalian Smgs, 


DIEU, ye jovial youths, who join 
To olunge old care in floods of wine 3 
And, as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 
Diſcern him ſtruggling in the bowl, 


Nor yet is hope ſo wholly flown, 

Nor = is thought ſo tedious grown, 
But himpid ſtream and ſhady tree 

Retain, as yet, ſome ſweets for me. 


And ſee, thro' yonder filent grove, 
See yonder does my Daphne rove : 
With pride her fout-ſteps I purſue, 
And bid your frantick joys adicu, 


The ſole confuſion I admire, 
Is that my Daphne's eyes inſpire : 
I ſcorn the madneſs you approve, 
And value reaſon next to love, 


WB 
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A Paſtiral Ballad, in four Far tr. 
By Mr. Sheriſton, 
ABSENCE. 


L. ſhepherds fo chearful and gay, | 
| Whoſe flocks ne vcr careleſsly roarn ; 
Should Corydon's happen to ſtray, 
Oh! call the pror wanderer's home. 
Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, 
Nor talk ot the change that ye find ; 
None once was ſo watchtul as I: 


U have heft my dear Phillis behind, 


Now I know what it is, to have ſtrove 

With the torture of doubt and deſire; 
What it is, to admire and to love, 
And to leave her we Love and acmire. 
Ah! lead forth my flo:k in the mern, 

And the damps of cach evening repell ; 
Alas i Lam faint and forlorn : 

— have bid my dear Phillis farewell. 


Zince Phillis vouchſafed me a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine; 
May I looſe both my pipe and my crook, 
It I knew of a kid that was mine, 
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I priz'd ev'ry hour that went by, 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 
But now they are paſt, and I figh ; 6h 
And I grieve that I priz'd them no more, 


But why do! languiſh in vain ? 

Why wander thus penſively here? 
Oh! why did I come from the plain, 
Where l fed on the ſmiles of my dear? 
They tell me, my favourite maid, 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Alas! where with her I have ſtray'd, 

I could wander with pleaſure, alone. 


When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart 

Vet I thought---but it might not be ſo- 
Twas wita pain that ſhe ſaw me depart, 
She gaz'd as I ſlowly withdrew ; 

My path I cou'd hardly difcern ; 

$0 ſweetly ſhe bade me adięu, 

I thought that ſhe bad me return, 


The pilgrim that journeys all day, — 
To viſit fome far diſtant ſhrine, 

If he bear but a relique away, 

ls happy nor heard to repine. 

Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 

Where my vows, my devotion I owe, 

oft hope is the relique I bear, 

And my lolace wherever I go. 
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SONG CXXXI. 
HOPE. 


Y banks they are furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to fleep 
My grotto's are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep. 
I ſeldom have met with a laſs, 

Such health ao my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains ail border'd with mols, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow, 


Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound: 

Not 4 6each's more beautiful groen, 

Bur a (w--t-hriar twines it around. 

Not my fieids, in the prime of the year, 
More charms than my cattle unfold : 

Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 
But it glitters ich fiſhes of gold. 


One would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 
Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 
But I haſted and planted it there. 
O how ſudden the jeſſamin ſtrove 
Wit“ the lihe co render it gay! 
Already it calls for my Love, 
Tuo prune the y ild branches away, 
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From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 


What (trains of wild melody flow ? 


How the nightingales warble their Loves 


From thickets of roſes that blow ! 
And when her bright form ſhall appear, 
Each bird ſhall harmoniouſly join 

In a concert fo ſoft and fo clear, 


As----ſhe may not be found to reſign, 


I have found out a gift for my fair 


i have found where the wood-pigeons breed: 


But let me that plunder forbear, 
She will ſay, twas a barbarous deed, 
For he ne'er con'd be true ſhe aver'd, 


Who cou'd rob a poor bird of it's young : 


And I lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such tendernels fall from her tongue, 


I haye heard her with ſweetneſs unfold 
How that pity was due to----a deve : 

That it ever attended the bold, : 
And ſhe call'd it the fiſter of Love, 

But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, 
So much I her accents adore, 

Let her ſpeak and whatever the ſay, 
Methinks I ſhould love her the more. 


Can a boſom ſo gentle remain 
Unmov'd when her Corydon ſighs ! 
VIill a nymph that is fond of the plain, 
Theſe plains, and this valley deſpiſe ? 


Dear regions of filence and ſhade ! 


Soft ſcenes of contentment and eaſe! 


| Where I cou'd have pleaſingly ftray'd, 


Ifaught, in her abſence, cou'd pleale, 
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Zut where does my Phillida 8 

And where are her grots and her 60005 rs > 
Ace the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 


Tie groves may perhaps be as fair, 


And the face of the valleys as fine; 


| The ſwains may in manners compare, 


But their love is not equal to mine, 


SONG cxxxXII. 
SOLICITUDE. 


HY will you my paſſion reprove ? 
Why term. it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love, 
She is fairer than you can believe. 


| With her mien ſhe enamours the brave; 


With her wit ſhe engages the free ; 


With her modeſty pleaſes the grave; 


She is ev'ry way pleaſing to me. 


0 you that have been of her train, 


Come and join in my amorous lays ; 


Icou'd lay down my Life for the iwain, 


That will ſing but a ſong in her praiſe. , 
When he fings, may the nyn phs of the town 


Come trooping, and liſten the while ; 
Nay, on him let not Phillida frown : . 
— hut 1 cannot allow her to ſmile, 
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For when Paridel tries in the dance 
Any favour with Phillis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind ! 
In ringlets he dreſles his hair, 
And his crook is be- ſtudded around; 
And his pipe oh may Phillis beware 
Of a magic there is in the found. | 


*Tis his with mock paſſion to glow, 
Tis his in ſmooth tales to unfold ; 
„ How her face is as bright as the ſnow, 
„And her boſom, beſure, is as cold: 
<< How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 
© With the notes of his charmer to vic; 
„% How they vary their actions in vain, 
„ Repine at her triumphs and die.” 


To the grove or the garden he ſtrays, 
And pillages every tweet ; 
Then ſuiting the wreath to his lays 

He throws it at Phillis's feet. 
„ O Phillis, he whiſpers, more fair, 

„ More ſweet than the jeſſamine flow'r ! 
„ What are pinks in a morn to compare? 


«© What is eglantine, after a ſhow'r ? 


£ Then the Lilly no longer is white; 

4 Then the roſe is depriv'd of it's bloom ; 
Then the violets die with delpight, 

„% And the woodbines give up their perfume.” 
Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, | 
And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer 
Let I never ſhould envy the long, 

N not Phillis to lend it an ear. 
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Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 

So Phillis the crophy deſpiſe z 

Let his forehead with Laurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine not in Phillis's eyes. 

The Language that flows from the heart 
Is a ſtranger to Paridel's tongue; 

——-Yet may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or ſure I muſt envy the ſong. : 


SONG CXXXIV. 


n 


DISAPPOINTMENT T. 


E ſhepherds give ear to my lay, 
And take ne more heed of my ſheep ; 
They have nothing to do but to ſtray ; 
I have nothing to do, but to weep. 
Yet do not my toliy reprove | 
She was fait and my paſſion begun; 

She fmil'd--- and I cou'd nat but Love ; 
She's faithleſs----and I am undone. 


Perhaps I was void of all thought; 
Perhaps it ws plain to foreſee, 


That nymph, ſo com pleat, wou 'd be fought, 


By a ſwiin, more engaging than me. 
Ab.! Lov- every hops can inſpire 
'* hani'-2s wiſdom the While; 
Ang de Lip of the nymph we admire, 
Secms forever adorn d with a ſmile. 
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She is faithleſs, and I am undone |! 
Ve that witneſs the woes I endure, 
Let reaſon w you to ſhun 


What it cannt inſtruct you to cure. 
Beware how you loiter in vain 
Amid nymphs of an higher degree: 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair, and how fickle they be. 


Alas! from the day that we met, 
What hope of an end to my woes ? 
When I cannot endure to forget 
- The glance that undid my repoſe. 
Yet time may diminiſh the pain : | 
The flow'r, and the ſhrub, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her pleaſure in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me. 


The ſweets of a dew-ſprinkled roſe, 
The ſound of a murmuring ſtream, 
The peace which from ſolitude flows, 
-. Henceforth ſhall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranſports are ſhewn to the ſight, 
But we are not to find them our own 3 
Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight, 
As I with my Phillis had known. 


O ye woods, ſpread your branches apace; 
To your deepeſt receſſes I fly; 


I would hide with the beaſts of the chace ; 


I wou'd vaniſh from every eye. 
Yet my reed ſhall reſound thro the grove 
With the ſame fad complaint it begun; 
How ſhe ſmil'd and I cou'd not but Love; 
Was faithleſs, and I am undone ! 


Bid 
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The FAREWELL; 


Mpetious Love, whoſe ſecret fire, 
Long time has prey'd upon my breaſt, 
Each wiſh prefents, each vain deſire, 
In tancy's gaudieſt colours drelt : 


But ſtern impartial reaſon cries, 

hy lelt-deceiving hopes reſign; 

Deluded wretch ! ſuppreſs thy ſigh \ 
Nor dare in ſecret thoughts re pine. 


Thou artlefs fair one, miſtreſs, friend, 
Thou firſt and beſt belov'd, farewell! 

What griefs my hearf at parting rend, 

Let tears and broken murmurs tell. 


With thee I hop'd, ah flattering dream 

' To taſte the ſweets that never cloy ; 
But fate o'erturn'd each airy ſcheme 

Of locial peace, and guiltleſs joy. 


0 come, religion, to my aid, 

And ſooth my anguiſh d ſoul to ets : 
Bid me forget the Lovely maid, | 

Bid me forget I once was bleſt. 
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Farewell, thy ſex's nobleſt pride ! 
O may my happy rival's Love, 
Crown'd with fuccets to mine deny d, 
Like mine ſincere and conſtant prove. 


Why weep for me? At heav'ns command 
Soon ſhall I fink to ſoft repoſe, 
And ſoon ſhall death with pitying hard 
This fcene of grief and folly cloſe. 


No more with filent pleaſure fir'd, 
Theſe eyes upon thy tharms ſhall gaze, 
No more my tongue by Love inſpir'd, 
Delighttul taſk ! thy virtue's praiſe. 


The dear companions of my youth, 
Shall oft thy hapleſs Love relate, 

Shall praiſe my conſtancy and truth, 
My frailties mourn and early fate. 


M#*##, once concious of my cares, 
Shall feel the pangs of generous woe, 
Nor gentle C****, ſhall thy tears, 

. For thy loſt friend diſdain to flow. 
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SONG, CXXXVE 
The pleaſure of being out DEBT. 
Written by an Oxariaz at Cillege, 


HE man, who not a farthing owes, 
Looks down with ſcornful eye on thoſe, { 
Who rite by fraud and cunning ; 
Tho' in the pig-market he ſtand 
With aſpect grave and clear-ſtarch'd band, 
He fears no tradeſman's dunning. 


He paſſes by each ſhop in town, 
Nor hides his face beneath his gown, 
| No dread his heart invading ; 
Ute quaffs the neQtar of the Tuns 
On a ſpur-gall'd hackney runs 

To London, maſquerading. 


What jov attends a new-paid debt ! 
Our manciple I lately met 

Of vitage wiſe and prudent ; 
Ion the nail my battels paid, 
The raonſter turn'd away diſmay'd, 
Hear this each Oxford ſtudent. 


With juſtice and with truth to trace 
| The priſly features ot his face, 
Excceds all man's Feoounting 7 "9 
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Suffice, he look'd as grim and four 
As any Lion in the tower, 
Or half ſtarv'd cat-a-mountain. 


A phiz ſo grim you ſcarce can meet 
In Bedlam, Newgzte, or the Fleet, 
Dry nurſe of faces horrid ; 
Nor buck-horle, fierce with many a 9 
Diſplays ſuch complicated hues, 

On his undaunted forehead. 


Plice mi on Scotland's blackeſt kill, 


Provided [ can pay my bill, 
Hang ev'ry thought of ſorrow ; 


There falling fleet, or froſt, or rain 


Attack a foul reſolv'd, in vai 
It may be fair, to-morrow, 


To Heddington then let me ſtray, 
And take Jo. Pullens tree away, 

I'll ne'er complain of Phœbus; 
But while he ſcorches up the gratis, 
Il fill a bumper to my Laſs, 
And tcalt her in a Rebus. 


SONG CXXXVIIL 


HEN Britons firſt, at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
This was the charter of the Land, ak 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain : 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the Waves, 
Aritontnever will be layer. 
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The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muit in their turn to tyrants fall ; 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The dread and envy of thern all, 

Rule Britannia, @c. 


Shou'd war, ſhou'd faction ſhake thy ifle, 
And fink to poverty and ſharne 
Heav' n ſtill ſhall on Britannia ſmile, 

Reſtore her wealth, and raiſe her name. 

Rule Britannia, Se. 


As the loud blaſt, that tears thy ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak: 
Still more majeſtick ſhalt thou riſe, 


From foreign, from domeſtick ſtroke. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


How: bleſt the prince, reſerv'd by ne, 
In adverſe days to mount thy throne ! 
Renew thy once triumphant tate, 
And on thy grandeur build his own ! 
Rule, Britannia, Cc. 


His race ſhall long, in times to come, 

So heav'n ordains, thy ſceptre wield 3 

Rever'd abroad, belov'd at home, 

And be at once thy ſword and 1 
Rule, Britannia, Se, 
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SONG CXXXVIII. 
A CANT ALA 
On the ' Britiſh Fiſhery. 
Recitative accompanied, 


RITANNIA ! ariſe, aſſert thy wat'ry reign, 
Mighty miſtreſs of the main. | 


_— 
i T 
France enliv'ning nectar preſſes 1 
From the purple-cluſter'd vine 
Spain the precious ore poſſeſſes 1. 
In the rich Peruvian mine. A 
Air 2. 
But happy Britons, brave and bold, Ar 
f On Shetland's rocky coaſt, w 
A fertile ſource of wealth can boaft, Ar 
Richer than Peruvian gold. * 
"0 


Cherus. 


Let Britons glory in their watry mines 
Nor eavy Spain her gold, nor France her wines, 


s 


SONG CXXXIX. 
COMUSs COURT. 
Set io Muſick by My. Atfield. 


The Words by Mr. Harry Howard, Ballad-Aſaſter 
General ta the choice Spirits. 


OME hither, come hither, ye languiſhing ſwains, 
Here's a balm, that will eure and relieve all your 
. pains; 
Here's a balm, &c. 
To the fountain of pleaſure, i in raptures reſort, 
"Tis the ſummons of humour to Comus's Court, 
"Tis the ſummons, Sc. 
"Tis Comus invites, then the ſummons obey, 
A while leave your cares, and to pleaſure away, 
"Tis Comus, Sc. | 


Here Phoebus ſhall fing and old Monius ſhall laugh, 
And his bottle of nectar brave Bacchus ſhall quaff: 
When time, honeſt time, for a while ſhail be ſtill, 
And fit down like a foul, till he tipples his fill; 

Nor care, nor miſtruſt, Nail intrude on Our Joys, 
For tis Comus invites----- then away, my brave boys. 
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Should loſſes or croſſes perplex ye, beſure 

Ply the glaſs briſkly round, for misfortunes a cure 
Eſculanius of old, had recourſe to the bowl, 

And the doctor, you know, was a ſpecial good foul: | 
While health, roſy health, fills the bumpers around, 
For without em, he ſwears, there's no bliſs to be found, 


Then away, ye brave fellows, to Comus's ſhrine, 
Where friendſhip and humour, inceſſantly join; 
Where freedom and mirth, with the bottle unite, 
To beguile all your care and with rapture delight ; 
Then hark to the call, and no longer delay, 


For tis Comus invites—to his temple away, 
For 'tis, Cc. 


SONG CXL, 


The Words by Mr. Garrick. Sung by Mr. Beard 


in Lethe. 


E mortals, whom fancies and trouble perplex, 
Whom folly: miſguides, or infirmities vex ; 
Whole lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, 
Who riſe without joy, and lye down without reſt ; 
Obey the glad ſurnmons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream to your trouble and care. 


Old maids ſhall forget, what they wiſh'd for in vainf 


And young-ones the rover they cannot regain ; 

The rake thall forget how lait night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paflion enjoy'd : | 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one draught, ſhall forget all her wants, 
Or drench her fond fool, to forget her gallants z 
The troubled in mind ſhall go cheartul away. 
And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to day : 
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Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair. 
And drink an Oblivion to trouble and care, 
And drink, Ec. 


SONG CWLI. 


The Medern Laſs in high Dreſs. 


OME all ye Bucks and lads of fire, 
Come lee a modern nymph's attire z 
Here ev'ry thing to pleaſe your eyes, 
And ev'ry joyous paſſion rite, 
And ev'ry, &c. 


See how my fable locks bedeck, 
In wanton curls my iv'ry neck; 


| Behold my brawny ſhoulders bare, 


Behold my bubbies round and fair. 


Look down my back, een to my waiſt, 


With thouſand joys youf fancies feaſt; 


1 brough plackets ſee, my hips how plump, 


And ev'ry motion of my rump. 


See how my hoop contriv'd to ſhow 


The beauties of my limbs belov; ; 


My well ſhap'd leg, and taper thigh, 
And more perhaps if winds blow high, 


So little ſkill our Grandames knew, 
They would not ſet a foot to view ; 
And ſtrait would make a wond'rous rout, 
If _ peep'd from tucker out, 
L 
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But we, their offipring, far more ſage, 
Than that prepoſt'rous, prudiſh age 
All naked like our mother Eve, 
Will ſhew the charms, kind nature gave, 
Will ſhew, Se. 


SONG CXLU. 
Big Belly'd BOT T . x. 


HE women al! tell me I am falſe to my laſs, 
1 That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to myglaſs ; 
But to you men of aſon, my reaſons I'll own, 
And if you don't like them, why let them alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the truth I declare, 
believe ſhe was good, and I am {ure ſhe was fair, 
But ſuch goodneſs and charms in a bumper I lee, 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own, 
But though ſhe cou'd (mile, in truth ſhe could frown 3 
But tell me, ys lovers of liquor divine, 
Dic ye e'er le a frown in a bumper of Wine? 


Her lilics and roſes are juſt in their prime, 

et lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time; 
But wine from its age ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we !.ke it the better the older it grows. 


They tell me, my love wou'd in time hate been 
| cloy'd, ; 
And that beauty's inſipid when once it's enjoy'd 3 
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But in wine 1 both time and enjoyment defy, 
For the longer I drink the more thirſty am I. 


Let battles, and murder, and hiſtory prove 
The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love, 
But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival contends, 
For the more we love Liquor the more we are friends, 


She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life, 
With nurſes, and babbies, and ſqualing and ſtrife ; 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babbies can bring: 
A big belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with Love we engage, 
It brings on diſcaſes and haſtens old age; 
But wine from grim death can its votaries fave, 
And keep out t'other leg when there's one in the graves 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ev'n falſe to their word, 
She had left me to get an eſtate or a Lord; 
But my bumper regarding nor title nor pelf, 
Will ſtand by me till I can't ſtand by myſelf, 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain, 
She's rid of her Lover, and I of my pain; 
For in wine, mighty wine, fuch a comfort 1 ſpy, 
Sllou'd vou doubt what I lay, take a bumper and try 
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SONG CLXII. 
The ANSWER. 


CR ſhame, men of reaſon will think you an aſs, 
To prefer before women your bottle and glals, 

For ſurely, the choiceſt of Liquors cou'd ne'er, 

With the charms of a beautifnl woman compare. 


You ſay of good wine that you never can cloy, 
It does both your health and your ſenſes deftroy, 
Beſides the beſt Liquor, whatever you boaſt, 
Wou'd drink but inſipid, without a fair toaſt, 


What if Chloe cou'd frown, that cloud wou'd ſoon 
clear | 
And ſhe might again with all ſweetneſs appear, 
But wine when ence ſour'd, all art is in vain, 
For it ne' er can be brought to perfection again. 


Tho' in praiſe of big bottles you merrily write, 
Met our nurſes, and babes, give us laſting delight, 
For in time, they ſerve both their country and king, 
So a big belly d wife is a much better thing. 


oon 


8. 
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SONG CXLIV. 
The Yell;w-hair'd Laddy- 


N April when primroſes paint the gay plains, 
And ſummers approaching rejoiceth the ſwain, 
The yellow-hair'd Laddy wou'd oftentimes go, 
To the wide and deep glens where the hawthorn-trees 

row : | 
There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
Wich freedom he ſung his love ev'ning and morn, 
He ſung with lo foft and enchanting a found, 
That {\Ivans and fairies unſeen danc'd around, 
He ſung with ſo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, 
That ſylvans and fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, tho' young Meda be fair, 


Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud air, 


But Suhe was handſome, and ſweetly: cou'd ſing, 

Her breath like the breezes perfumed the ſpring; 
That Meda in all the gay bloom of her youth, 

Like the moon was inconſtant, and ſeldom ſpoke truth, 
But Suſie was handſome, geod humour'd and free, 


And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea. 
But Suſie, &. 
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-$ON G cx! v. 


7 SYLVIA. By David Carrick EA; 


Let Damon urge his claim, 
ſeels the paſſion void of art, 
The pure the conſtant flame. 


1 truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 


Tho' ſighing ſwains their torments tell, 
Their ſenſual Love contemn; 

They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
But ſlight the inward gem. 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranjient fire; 
But when the mind receives the dart, 
n whets deſire. a 


1 age your beauty will decay, 


Vour mind improves With years; 
s when the bloſſoms fade away, A 
The rip ning fruit appears. 


May heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs each tuture hour, 

That Damon, who can taſte the fruit. 

May gather ev'ry flow'r. 


14 


[ 179 ] 


SONG CXLVI. 


Tune, The Heunds are all out. 


Ontented I am, and contented I'll be, 
For what can this world more afford ? 
Than a girl that will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar that's ſociable ſtor d, 
My brave Boys, &c. 


My vault-door is open'd, deſcend ev'ry gueſt, 
Spoil that caſk, ay, that wine we will try, 
*Tis as ſweet as the lips of your Love to the taſte, 
And as bright as her cheeks to the eye, 
My brave Boys, &c, 


In a piece of ſlit hoop I my candle have ftuck, 
'Twill light us each bottle to hand, 
The foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 
For I hate that a bumper ſhou'd ſtand, 
| My brave Boys, &c, 


Aſtride on a Butt, as a Butt ſhou'd be ſtrod, 
I fit my companions among, | 
Like grape-blefling Bacchus, the good-fellow's god, 
And a ſentiment give or a ſong, 
| My brave Boys, &c, 


We are dry where we fit, tho' the oozing drops ſeem 
The moiſt walls with wet, pearls to emboſs, 

From the arch, mouldy cobwebs in Gothic taſte ſtream 
Like ſtueco- Work cut out of moſs, : 


My brave Boys, & 


Bo 


My cellar's, my camp, my ſoldiers, my flaſks, 
All glorioufly rang'd in review; 
When I ca\it my eyes round, I co ſider my caſks, 
As* kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue, 
++", brave Boys, & 


I charge ſpoil in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancient, more patriot-like, bled, 
Each drop in, defence of delight I will drain, 
And myſelf for my bucks I'll drink dead, 
My brave Boys, &c. 


Sound that pipe, "tis in tune, and thoſe bings are well 
5 
View that heap of Pyrmont in your rear : 
Yon bottles are Burgyndy, ſee how they're pil'd, 
Like artillery, teer over teer, 


My brave Boys, Ke. 


Tis my will when die, not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No hic jacet engrav d on my ſtone ; 

But pour o'er my coffin a bottle of red, 

And write, tat his drinking is done, 


My brave Boys, &c. 


\ 


SONG CXLVIL 
* Lumps of Pudding. 


NE evening bw took wit as his gueſt, 
O Reſolv'd to indulge in a ſenſible feaſt, 

Their liquor was clarret, and Love was their hoſt. 
And mirth, ſong, & and Ws ment, garniſh'd their toaſt ; 
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But while like true bucks they enjoy'd their defign, 

For the joys of a buek, lie in love, wit and wine 

Alarm'd they all heard at the door a loud knock, 

And the eee bellow'd, twas paſt twelve 
o'clock, DEE F 


They nimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog found, 
And up ſtairs they dragg'd the impertinent bound, 
When brought to the Aide 6 725 much were they 

| pleas'd, : 
To fee, twas the grey glutton Time they had ſeiz'd, 
His glaſs was his lanthorn, his ſythe was his pole, 
His fingle lock dangled a-down his ſmooth ſkull. 
My friends, quoth he, coughing, I thought fit to knock, 
And bid you begone, for its paſt twelve o'clock, ' 


Says the venom-tooth'd ſavage, on this advice fix, 
Tho' nature ſtrikes twelve, folly ſtil] points to ſix, 
He longer had preach'd, but ng longer they'd bear it, 
So hid him at once in a' hogſhead of clarree; 
This is right, call'd our Mit, while we're in our prime, 
There's nothing like clarret, for killing of Time. 
Huzza, rejoic'd Love, now no more can he knock, 
Nor impertinent tell us, tis paſt twelve o'clock, © 


No Time is no more, or no more can forbid ue, 
Love and Wit of that troubleſome gueſt well has rid us 
Vet if Time ſhou'd be wanting for any deſign, 
Henceforth he'll be. found in a hogſhead of wine ; 
ince Time is confin'd in our wine, let us think 
By this rule, we are ſure of our time when we drink, 
Come, lads, let your glaſſes with bumpers be prim'd, _ 
Now we're certain our drinking is always well tim d. 


? 


* 
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My cellar's, my camp, my ſoldiers, my aſks, 
All glorioufly rang'd in review; 
When I cait my eyes round, I co fider my caſks, 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue, | 
My brave Boys, &: 


I charge ſpoil in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancient, more patriot-like, bled, 
Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 


| And mylelt for my bucks I'll drink dead, F 
| | My brave Boys, &c, ] 
\{ F 

Sound that pipe, *tis in tune, and thoſe bings are well \ 

| bla, 1 

j View that heap of Pyrmont in your rear: 

| Yon bottles are Burgundy, ſee how they're pil'd, 
| Like artillery, tcer over teer, T 
| My brave Boys, &c. H 
Se 
Tis my will when die, not à tear ſhall be ſhed, iT} 
No hic jacet engrav'd on my ſtone; Tl 
But pour o'er my coffin a bottle of red, Hu 
And write, that his drinking is done; No 
My brave Boys, &c. 
ä P 
Lo 
5 O NG CXLYI. Let 
25 . : | Her 
| Sin 
Tune, Lumps of Pudding. — 
| Now 


NE evening good-humour took wit as his gueſt, 
Relolv'd to indulge in a ſenſible feaſt, | 
heir liquor was clarret, and Lovc was their hoſt, 


Zud mirth, ſong, and ſentiment, garniſh'd their toaft ; 
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But while like true bucks they enjoy'd their deſign, 


For thejoys of a buek, lie in love, wit and wine; 
Alarm'd they all heard at the door a loud knock, 


And the watchman hoarſe bellow'd, twas paſt twelve 


o'clock. 


They nimbly ran down; the diſturbing dog found, 
And up ſtairs they dragg'd the impertinent bound, 
When brought to the light how much were they 

| plwKkeas'd, | 
To fee, 'twas the grey glutton Time they had ſeiz'd 
His glaſs was his lanthorn, his ſythe was his pole, 
His ſingle lock dangled a-down his ſmooth ſkull, 
My friends, quoth he, coughing, I thought fit to knock, 
And bid you begone, for its paſt twelve o'clock, * 


Says the venom-tooth'd ſavage, on this advice fix, 
Tho” nature ſtrikes twelve, folly ſtil] points to fix, 
He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear it, 
So hid him at once in a hogſhead of clarret ; ants 
This is right, call'd our Mit, while we're-in our prime, 


There's nothing like clarret, for killing of Time. \ 


Huzza, rejoic'd Læve, now no more can he knock, 
Nor impertinent tell us, tis paſt twelve o'clock, 


N ow Time is no more, or no more can forbid ue, 
Love and Wit of that troubleſome gueſt well has rid us, 
Vet if Time ſhou'd be wanting for any deſign, - 
Henceforth he'll be found in a hogſhead of wine ; 
Since Time is confin'd in our wine, let us think 
By this rule, we are ſure of our time when we drink, 
Come, lads, let your glaſſes with bumpers be prim'd, 
Now we're certain our drinking is always well tim'd. 
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SONG CXLVIIL 
SALLY. 


O Nymph that ſkips the verdant plain, 
With Sally can compare, 
She wins the heart of ev'ry ſwain, 
| And rivals all the fair. 
The beams of Sol delight and chear 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll, 
But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 
Give ſummer to the ſoul, 
Give ſummer, e. 


* 


When from the eaſt the morning ray, 

Illumes the world below, 
9 Her preſence bids the god of day, 

With emulation glow : 

Freſh beauties deck the painted ground 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare, 

The playful lambkins ſkip a-round 
And hail the ſiſter fair. | 


The lark but ſtrains his liquid throat, 
To bid the maid rejoice, In 
He mimicks, when he ſwells his note, 
The {weetneſs of her voice. 
The fanning zephyrs round her play 
While Flora ſheds perfume, 
And every flow'r ſeems to ſay, 
I but for Sally bloom, 
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The amorous youth her charms proclaim, 
From morn to ev'n their tale, 

Her beauty and unſpotted fame, 

Make vocal every vale. 

The ſtream meandring thro” the grove 
Her eccho'd name conveys, 

And every voice, aud every reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe, 


No more ſhall blythſome laſs or ſwain, 
To mirthtul wake reſort, 

Nor every May-morn on the green, 
Advance in tural ſport. 

No more ſhall guſh the gurgling rill, 
Nor eccho fill the grove, 

Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, 
When I forget my love. 


SONG CXLIX. 


The happy Flower. 


$5 happy flower, to her hand, 


From earth to heaven you'll rile , 
From earth, &c, 
Inclos'd by nature's ſweet the ſtands, 
To blow beneath her eyes, 
To blow, &c. 


As am'rous winds her neck diſcloſe, 
Fall thou upon her breaſt, 
Fall thou, &c, 
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Then ſteal a kiſs there ends the woe, 
That robb'd me firſt of relt, 
That robb'd, &c. N 


Be gone, and every ſweet diſplay, 

Nor fo much pleaſure mils, 

Nor fo, &c. 8 
Fach moment that from her you ſtay, 
Voou lole an age of bliſs, + 


You loſe, &c. ' 
SONG CL. 
PHELIM's ramble to England. 


Jun hn Ar. Barrington in the Double Difpei atm] 
* 2 at the Theatre in Covent Garden. * 


Tune Ballinamona. 


Ays Phelim in Ireland no longer I'li ſtay, 
8 I've got ſo much money my debts I can't pay; 
Iwill go to England, and paſs for a Lord, 

A bag-wig by my fide, on my head a long ſword. 


- * Sing Ballinamene a mora, an Engliſb Lady for me. 


As I travel along the people will Rare 


At my coach and fix horſes drawn by an old mare, 


1 won't fleep on the road, nor make no delays, 
But Jeſt I be weary, PII be going ten days. 
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And when I arrive ſafe at London by ſea, 

I'll lodge at St. James's, or elſe at Bear-key, 
I'll fence at aſſemblies, play cards at a ball, 
And court ſome rich heireſs worth nothing at all. 


Each day I will walk all round croſs the park, 
Each moori-ſhiny night at noon when tis dark, 
With my coat laced over, the beaux toalarm, 
With my hat in my hand to keep my wig warm. 


Each night at the play in the box I will ſhine, 
And tell ſome rich widow the is more divine 
Than Pluto or Vulcan, or the goddeſs of May, 
And with my fine ſpeeches her heart I']] betray. 


I'll drink her good health when I dine ev'ry mofn, 
And give her a fine filver cup made Py revs 

Il make verſes on her in proſe and in rhime, | 
And ſend her two letters by the poſt at one time. 


Fach night at her toilet, when ſhe riſes from bed, 
When the combs her hands, and waſhes her head, 
With my eyes very modeſt I'll ftare in her face, 
And tell her for Love my guts burn and blaze. 


I'll perſuade her to wed me in a day or two more, 
Next morning betimes, at noon, about four, 

To church I will carry my beautiful bride, 

On a pillion, before me; cloſe by my leſt fide, 


And when we are marry'd, the drums ſhall ring, 
The bells thall beat, and the fidlers ſing, 

To Dublin I'll carry my charmer ſtraitway, 

In the midſt of winter, when they're making hay. 


M 3 


| Pe —— Kn ² 


* 


[ 186 ] 


My aunt Mackahone I'll invite to the feaft, 
Where potatoes and mutton for ſauce ſhall be dreſt, 
 Arack punch made of whiſkey in bumpers ſhall flow, 


And all my relations ſhall come to the ſhow. 
SONG CLI. 
Fl:t-bt tam d Beats. 


LL fing you a ſong that will grieve ye 
The ſubject is Flat- bottom'd boats, | 


The French are to ſlide thro' the water, 


And in them to cut all our throats, 
f Tol bl, &c. 


Theſe vonns are contriv'd with ſuch art, fir, 
Tho' they fink them at Havre- de-Grace, 
"They'll ſwim all the way under water, 
And riſe up in this or that place. 


There are ſome of a different make, ſir, 


That will fly thro' the air in a trice, 
And ſet the French down very ſecret, 
While his wp is ſhaking his dice. 


Other boats, it is tne muſt be tow'd, fir, 


Near fifty at each Prench ſhips ſtern ; 


Their ſchemes will, moſt certain undo us, 
R e of Frenchmen pray learn. ; 


* 


[ 187 ] 


At Havre they're building of Baſkets, 
Each a flat bottom'd boat to contain, 
A Jack-als juſt carries a couple, 

And he wades with them over the main, 


Shou'd militia in the inland counties, 

To the ſea- coaſte be forced to advance; 
They'll put them into their flat bottoras, 
And fly away with them to France. 


Let ſhips, and ſhip-huilders be gone, fir, 
Since flat-bottom'd boats are the cry; 
No ſhips need be ſent up the bay, fir, 
When ſuch kind of veſſels can fly. 


Beſides all thefe ſchemes to deſtroy us, 
From Callis they threaten a bridge, 
Secured from the weather by tiling, 

And the French are to walk on the ridge. 


'The officerz march underneath, fir, 
In order to ſercen them from harm; 
Eight or ten may waik in a breadth, fir, 
With a flat-bottom'd boat in each arm, 


When all theſe flat-bottom'd boats are come o'er, fir, 
And find us ſecure in a trance; 

They'll faſten a cable to Portſmouth, 
And tow poor Great-Britain to France, 
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SONG CLit. 


The Put off. A new Song. 


LK 7 ELL Ladies, it ſeems, on a ſong you inſiſt, 
And J can't well refuſe, fince ſo ſtrong y6n 
perſiſt ; | 


Then mention your ſong, and I'll ſing't if Ican, 
What more can be ſaid, by a baſhful young man? 
Sing Tantorarara, &c. 


The Broom, fir, ſays Nancy, I'm told you can ſing, 
Oh ! madam I pray, don't believe ſuch a thing : 
For my voice is too eoarſe, for ſo ſoft an air, 
Or with pleaſure I'd fing it, I vow and declare. 
| 5 Sing, Gf c, 


Mifs Betty ſays; fir, you'll ſing Jockey, I'm lure, 

For you know IL have heard you, fing that ſong before; 

The words of that ſong, indeed madam I've not, | 
And as for the tune, I declare I've forgot. | 
r | h Ling, Ge, 


Now ſprightly miſs Celia repeats the requeſt, 

Of all in the room, fir, I know you fing beſt, 

When firſt by fond Damen —-I hope you'll ſing that, 

For the words and the tune, I am certain you've pati. 
i Sing, Wc 
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To oblige you then miſs, I'll fing it I reply'd, 
She ſmiling did thank me, and bid me proceed; 
Wien firſt by fond Damon My voice is too high, 
Oh pray fir ſing on indeed madam not I. 

| Sing, Cc. 


. 


But Ladies I'll ſing you a ſong of my choice, 

Dan Cooper or Shanbuie, wou'd beſt ſuit my voice, 
Oh fie lays mils Celia, pray what do you mean ? 
hope you intend to ſitig nothing obſcene. 


| Sing, Cc. 
) 
Now ſprighly miſs Celia began for to rail, 
And infiſted I uſed the Ladies quite ill, 2 
But their fxowns to appeaſe, ſing the Life of a Beau, 
. For the ſake of the rhyme, I muſt ſtill anſwer no. 
: ; Sag, ee. 
5 5 F 
Now Ladies, I hope with my ſong you're content, 
And take nothing ill, when there's nothing ill meant, 
Caſt up the contents, and you'll find that the ſum, 
& Y Of may fong is no more than a palpable hum. 
R . | Y : Sing, De. 
SONG cLit, #8 
. | i 
A New Sorig, entitled and called Britons Remembrancer 
fur the years 1758 and 1759. 
21. | 
c. F NYOME liſten a while and I'Il tickle your ears, 


With a few little victories, which it appears, 
We have gain'd from the French in two little years, 
I Which no body can deny, Ta 
M s . 
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We have beat them my boys, and I'll hold you a poyhd, 
We ſhall beat them, my boys, upon ſea or dry bund, 
We ſhall beat them as long as the worl round, 


Which no body, &c, 


With Guadaloupe firſt I embellith my nie 
Then a cluſter of Forts eroud into my brain, 
Crown- point, Frontenac, Niagara, Duqueſne, 


Which no body, @&c. 


Quebec vie have taken, and taken Breton; 

Tho” the coaſt was ſo ſteep, that a man might as ſoon, 

As the Frenchinen imagin'd, have taken the moon. 
Which no body, @c. 


Senegal we have taken, and taken Goree, 

land thither we trade for our blacks, do yeu ſee 

For who ſhou'd buv Raves, but they that are free ? 
Which no body, Ec. 


Then at Minden, you know, we defeated our focs, 
Tho' our horſe ſtocd aloof, without coming to blows, 
And why "a s hang' 4 for it, no-body knows. 

| Which no body, @&c. 


Boſcawen at Lagos, and Hawke in the bay, 
Your victories had I but room to diſplay, 
Im ſure Iſhou'd not have done finging to-day. 
N ' Which no body, Sc. 


Oh what is become of the fleet out of Breſt ? 

Some are burnt, ſome are taken, and where are the 
reſt ? 

Why ſome are fied eaſt, and ſome are fled weſt. 

2 Which no body, E & 


* 
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Some ten ſathom deep in the ſea may be found, 


And ſome in the river Villaine are a-ground, 
Where they lie very ſafe, but not very found. 
Which no body, Ec. 


Let France then all title to glory reſign, a 
For theſe years ſhall unmatch'd in our hiſtories ſhine, 
The renown'd fifty-eight, and the great fifty-nine 

| Which no body, &c, 


SONG LIV. 
The Attick Fire, 


HEN all the Attick Fire was dead, 
And all the Roman virtue fled, 
Poor freedom loft her ſeat ; 

The Gothic mantle ſpread a-night 

That dampt fair virtue's fading light, 

The Muſes loſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander what new ſhore, 
Has yet a laurel left in ſtore, | 
To this bleſt ifle they ſteer ; 
Soon the Parnathon choir was heard, 
Soon virtue's ſacred form appear'd, 
And Freedom ſoon was here. 


The lazy monk has loſt his cell, 

Religion rings her hallow'd bell, 

She calls thee now by me; | a 
Hark ! hark ! her ſweet voice all plaintive ſounds, 


See ſee ſhe receives a thouſand wounds, 
If ſhielded not by thee, : 


* * —— — 
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SONG (LV. 


Sung by Mr. Beard in the Conſcious I. o vers. 


O, roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace; 
How happy ſhould 1 prove, 
Might I ſupply that envy'd place 
With never-fading love ; 
There Pheenix-likc, beneath her eye 
Involv'd in fragrance burn and die ! 


Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 
More fragrant roſes there; 
J fee thy withering head reclin'd 
With envy and deſpair. 
One common fate we both muſt prove, 
You die with envy, I with love. 


$ONG CLYL 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


ELL met, pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young 
{wain, 
To a beautiful ſhepherdeſs croſſing the plain; 
Why ſo much in haſte ? (now the month it was May) 
Shall { venture to aſk you, fair maiden, which way? 
Then ſtraght to this queſtion the nymph did reply, 
(With a ſmile on her look and a leer on her eye) 
I am come from the village, and homeward 180 


And now, gentle ſhepherd , pray why would you know ? 25 


| 
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7 hope, pretty maid, you won't take it amiſs 
If I tell the reaſon of aſking you this ; 
T would fee you ſafe home, (the ſwain was in love) 
Of ſuch a companion if you would approve : 
Your offer, kind ſhepherd, is civil, | own, 
But fee no great danger in going alone f ; 


Nor yet can I hinder, the road being tree; 
For one as another ; for you, or for me, 


No danger in going alone it is true, 

But yet a companion is pleaſanter too: 

And if you cou'd like (now the ſwain he tcok Jeart) 
Such a ſweetheart as me, we never wou'd part : 

Oh! that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then; 
I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you men; 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, tis true 
Then leave a young maiden the firſt thing you do. 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd, 

To prove what I fay, I will make you my bride ; 
To-morrow the parſon (well faid httle ſwain) 

Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain 
Now what the nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid ; 
The very next morn to be ſure they were wed : 

Sing hey didle, ho diddle, hey diddle down, 

O! when ſhall we ſee ſuch a wedding in town. 


SONG CLVIL 


Ttend all ye fair, and I'll tell ye the art, 
To bind ev'ry t:::cy with eaſe in your chains, 
Fo hold in ſoſt fetters the conjugal heart, 
And baniſh from Hymzen his doubts and his pains, 
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When Juno accepted the ceſtus of love, 

At firſt ſhe was handſome ; ſhe charming became; 
With ſkill the ſoft paſſions it taught her to move, 
To kindle at once, and to keep up the flame. 


Tis this gives the eyes all their magic and fire; 
The voice melting accents; impafſ;ons the kiſs; 
Confers the {weet imiles that awaken dekre, 
And plants round the fair each incentive to bliſs. 


Thence flows the gay chat, more than reaſon thai 
a | charms ; n 
The eloquent bluſh, that can beauty improve; 
The fond ſigh, the fond vow, the ſoft touch that 
alarms, 
The tender difdain, the renewal! of love. 


ze fair take the Ceſtus, and practiſe its arts; 

The mind unaccomplith'd, mere features are vain, 
Exert your ſweet power, you conquer each heart, 
And the loves, joys, and Fraces, ſhall walk in your 

train. | 


SONG CLVIN. 


OME here fellow ſervant, and liſten to me, 
I'll ſhew you how thoſe of ſuperior degree, 
Are only dependents, no better than we. 
Chorus, Both high and low in this do agree, 
0 'Tis here fellow ſervant, 
And there fellow ſervant, 
Aud all in a Livery. 


be) 
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See yonder fine ſpark in embroidery dreſt, 

Who bows to the great, and if they ſmile, is pleſt; 
What is he ? I'faith, but a ſervant at beſt, | 

| Cho. Both high, &c. 


Nature made all alike, no diſtinction ſhe craves 
So we laugh at the great world, its fools and its knaves, 
For we all are ſervants, but they are all ſlaves. 

Cho. Both high, &c. 


The fat ſhining glutton, looks up to the ſhelf, 

The wrinkled lean miſer bows down to his pelf, 

And the curlpated beau is a flave to himſelt, 
Cho. Both high, &c. 


The gay ſparkling belle, who the whole town alarms, 

And with eyes, lips, and neck, ſets the ſmarts all in 
arms, ; 

Is a vaſſal herſelf, a mere druge to her charm®- 


Cho. Bothghigh, &c, 


Then we'll drink like our betters, and laugh, ſing, and 
love; 

And when ſick of one place, to ancther we'll move, 

For with little and great, the beſt jay is to rove. 


Chorus, Bi high and low, in this ds agree, 
N That lit here fellyw ſervant, 
And there fell» ſervant, 
Aud all in a Livery. 


7 
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s o NG CLIX, 


HEN Phcebus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
b How ſweet is the ſound of the ecchoing horn 
When the antled ſtag is rous'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground; 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain': 

Bur ſtill we purſue, 

And now come in view 


Of the glorious game, 


Oh! ſee, how again he rears up his head, 

And wing'd with tear, he redoubles his ſpeed. 
But, ah! tis in vain ! 'tis in vain that he flies, 
His eyes loſe the huntſmen ; his ears loſe the cries ; 
For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily tries, 
And he pants pants 
"Till with well-ſcenting hounds ſurrounded he dies, 
Tantaron Tantaron he dies, 


SONG CLX. 


F ever, oh ! hymen, you grant me a wife, 
Let this be her portrait, ſhe'll hold me for life, 
outh, beauty, good-nature, averſe to conceit, 
Her ſenſe quite refined, and in perſon quite neat, 


T'd have her with prudence be chearſul and free, 
Nor reſerv'd like a drone, or at leaſt not to me; 
Obliging and eaſy, compliant with ſmiles, 
Miſſed by no paſſions allur'd by no waes. 
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{f the fair J deſcribe, in the iſle can be found, 

For no other I'MfI wed, if I ſearch the werld round, 
When ſummon'd by Hymen I'll gladly away, 

To hear the ſoft promile to love and obey. 


SONG CLXI. 
Set by Mr. Stanley. 


Ho'll buy a heart Myrtilla cries, : 
| And throws around her wanton eyes; 
An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 

A face, like lov'ly Hebe's, fair, 

A pair of eyes that wound at ſight, 

And foil the diamonds piercing light; 

Come hither, ye that long to prove, 

The foul! inchanting joys of love, bbs 
Come, quickly come, for he buys, that bids the moſt for 
me: 

But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 
With even Croſus' wealth to come, 
Nor vainly hope for gems, or gold, 

Such charms as thele can ne'er be fold ; 
So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 

For love's the only coin tak“. 


il I 984 


S GN G. CLX. 


X -T. Y G----NN----G. Sung by Ar. Char p- 


necs, at Marybone Gardens, 


TTY THILE others on exalted Wing, 

a Phe fates of arms, or heroes ſing, 
With matchſeſs art and crnaing 

A gentler theme atiraQts my mule, 


| A theme Apollo's ſelf might chooſe, 
"Tis pretty Re G---nn---g. 


Oh, had the god beheld this fair, 
When Daphne caus'd his amorous care, 
And baulk'd his wiſh by running 
His heart had felt a fiercer flame, 
The rival of the laurel'd dame, 
Had then been K---t*>y G- nu g. 


The little loves attend her air, 
And tangled in her filver hair, 
Make fate too ſure for ſhunning; 
Her looks, ah, there deſcription dies! 
For what can paint the beaming eyes 
f Ot nn K----t-=--y e 


Tho' ſome aſſert the female tongue, 
Is ever reſtleſs, ever wrong, 
Our ears with ptattle ſtunning; 
Vet bleſt with wit and ſenſe refin'd, 
And bright at once in form and mind; 
Is blooming R----t----y G----nn----g. 
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SONG CLXIII. 
Sung by A Stevenſon, at e rders. 
Adagio. 


OV E, thou bane of ſoft content ! 
Love, thou inauſpicious gueſt 
Say, oh, why thy ſhaft was ſent; 
Sent to this once peaceful breaſt ? 
Sweet at firſt L thought the paſſion ; 
Fancy ſtill new joys cou'd fee ; 
Now how fad an alteration, 
Damon flies from love and me. 


Allegro. 


Thus Sylvia in the conſcious grove, 
All ſweetly plaintive mourn'd; 
When Damon chanc'd that way to rove 2 
And to the nymph return'd ; 
He ſigh'd repentance at her feet, 
She ſmil'd upon the ſwain ; 
And each fond heart reſponſive, beat, 
To love and joy again, 


« 200 ) 


SONG CLXIV. 


Sung by Mr. Beard at Ranelagh, the Werds by Mr. 
Garrick, 


V. medley of miortals, that make up this throng, 
Spare your wit for a moment and liit to my 
on 
What you wou'd not expect here, my wit ſhall be new, 
And what is more ſtrange, ev'ry word ſhall be true, 
Sing tantararara truth all, truth all, 
Sing tantararara truth all. 


Not a NED in the place you'll buy cheaper than mine, 

Bring yonr laſſes to me, and you'l fave all your coin 3 

The ladies alone will pay dear for my ſkill, 

For if they will hear me----their tongues muſt lie ſtill. 
Sing tantararara mute all. 


Though our revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and the 
wiſe, 

Yet they praQtiſe all day What they ſeem to deſpiſe; 

Examine mank ind from the great to the ſmall, 


Each mortal's == d, and the world is a ball. 
Sing tantararara maſks all, 


The parſon brimful of October and grace, 
With a long taper pipe, and a round ruddy face, 
Will rail at your doings----but when it is dark, 


The doctor's diſguis'd, and led home by che clerk. 
Sing tantararara maſks all, 


The fierce roaring blade with long ward and cock'd 
hat, 

Who with zeunds he did : this, and with ſblood he'll 

de that ; 
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When he comes to his trial, he fails in his part, 
And proves that his looks were but maſks to his ou! 
Sing tantararara maſks all 


2 


The beau aAs the rake, and will talk of amours, 
Shews letters from wives, and appointments from 
| whores 
But a creature, ſo modeſt, avoids all diſgrace, 
For how would he bluth, ſhould he meet face to face? 
Sing tantararara maſks all. 


The courtiers and patriots ' mong other fine things, 
Will talk of their country, and love to their king : 
Yet their maſks will drop off, if you ſhake but the pelf 
And ſhew king and country all's center'd in ſelf. 

Sing tantararara maſks all. 


With an ontfide of virtue, Miſs Squeamiſh the prude, 
It you touch her, ſhe ſaints; if you ſpeak, you are 


rude ; | 
Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, 'till her bloſfoms are 
Ine, | f ; 
And when mellow, ſhe's pluck'd by the coachman or 
John. | 


Sing tantararara maſks all, 


With a great maſk of wiſdorn, ſay phyſic and law, 

In your cate there's no fear, in your cauſe there's no flaw; 
Till death and the judge have decreed, they look big, 
Then you find you have truſted---a full bottom'd wig. 
| Sing tantararara maſks all. 


Thus life is no more than a round of deceit, 
Each neizhbour will find that his next is a cheat; 
But if, oh ye mortals, theſe tricks you purſue, 
Lou at laſt cheat yourſelves----and the devil cheats you. 
OWE Sing tantararara maſks all, maſks all, 
ſing tantararara maſks all 
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SONG CLXV. 
WINTER, St ts Muſick by Mr. Oſwald, 


DIEU ye groves, adieu ye plains ; 
All nature mourning lies; 

Sce gloomy clouds, and thick' ning rains, 

| Obſcure the lab'ring ſkies ;. 

See from afar th' impending ſtorm, 
With ſullen haſte appear, 

See winter comes, a dreary form, 
To rule the falling year. 


No more the lambs with gameſome bound, 
Rejoice the gladden'd fight ; 

No more the gay enamell'd ground, | 

Or Sylvan ſcenes delight: | 

Thus, Zephalinda, much lov'd maid, 
Thy early charms ſhall fall; 

The roſe muſt droop, the lilly fade, 
And winter ſoon prevail, 


Again the lark, ſweet bird of day, 
May riſe on active wing, 
Again the ſportive herds may play, 
And hail reviving ſpring : C1 
But youth, my fair, {ces no return 
The pleaſing bubble's o'er ; | 
In vain its fleeting joys you mourn, 
They fall to bloom no more, 
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Haſte then dear girl, that time improve; 
Which art can ne'er regain, 

In bliſsful ſcenes of mutual love, 
With ſome diſtinguiſh'd ſwain ; 

So ſhall life's ſpring, like jocund May, 
Paſs ſmiling and ference, 

Thus Sutamer, Autumn, glide away, 
And winter cloſe the ſcene. 


|. 
| 
. 

| 
. 


SONG. CLXVI. 
IRIS. Ser to Mufick by My. Ofveatd, 


1 the ſweet name of love my fair Iris affright, 

I'll pretend 'tis on friendſhip I doat on her fight ; 
But the friendſhip fo warm and io tender will prove, 
That my Iris may one day miſtake 1t for love, 

But the friendſhip ſo warm and fo tender will prove, 
That my Iris may one day miſtake it for love. 


When I gaze on her eyes, or am charm'd with her hair, 
I'll fay 'tis with pride that my friend is fo fair; 
But the pride with ſuch tranſports my boſom will move 
That my Iris may fancy it flutters with love. 

But the pride, &e, 


When charm'd with her wit I repeat the gay jeſt, 
I'll ſwear I applaud it becauſe tis the belt ; 
But the warmth of my praiſe ſhe may chance to reprove 
And fay tis to ſhew the deſerves I thould love. 

But the warmth, &c. 
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When I doat on her hands as it ſtrikes the guittar, 
J'll ſwear 'tis the muſick tranſports me fo far; 
But alas! my fix'd eyes ſhe may tell me had ſtrove, 
To ſhew I would hide my diſtraction and love. 
But alas! &c. 


When I ſtand in amaze, her whole form to behold, 
And laugh at the Venus they figur d of old; 
I'll fay tis all wonder her dread to remove, 
But my Iris may fancy, alas it is Love. 
I'll fay 'tis, &. 


O faizer than Venus thy fears overcome, 

While ſcar'd like thyſelf I ſtand waiting my doom; 

From that d-licate terror ſome little debate, 

For rather than fright thee I'll ſwear 'tis all hate. 
From that, & 


SONG CLXVIL 
Fricudſbip triumphant. Set to Mufick by Mr. Oſwald. 


WOW cruel and hard is my caſe, 
Thus rack'd between Friendſhip and Love; 

My Chloe poſſeſſes each grace, 

That is ſhar'd by the Angels above : 
Her beauty an Hermit might warm, 
The ſwan is excell'd by her mien, 
She has ſenſe that Minerva might charm, 
She's enchanting to hear and be ſeen. 
How cruel and hard is my caſe 

Thus rack'd between Friendſhip and Love ; ; 
My Chloe poſſeſſes each grace | 

"That Is thar'd by the Ap gelt above. 
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Ye gods what delights ſhould I prove, 
(Since Chloe attends tomy ſtrains) » 
It my Strephon, my friend, did not love, 
And of Chloe chaunt over the plains: 
But alas! if my Chloe I wed, 
My Strephon's poor boſom 'tw:ll r end, 
His body will mix with the dead 
And I muſt ſurvive my dear friend. 
| How cruel, & 


Then can I my Strephon deſtroy | 

Or purchaſe my bliſs with his death 
Or can I my Chloe enjoy, 

When I've robb'd her adorer of breath! 
No; rather than murder my friend, 
To Strephon my love I'll reſign; 
And though I'm approaching my end 

That L ve bleſs d them I nel er ſhall repine. 

How ay Vs 


SONG CLXVIII. 
The Britiſh Grenadiers, 


OME boaſt of Alexander, | 
And ſome of Hercules, | 
Of Hector and Lyſander, | : 
And ſome ſuch ſcrubs as theſe ; | 
But all the world acknowledges, - i 
True courage moſt appears, - 
In Tow, row row row, 


Of the Britiſh BR | 


w.D-= Dh — 


Thoſe ſcrubs that were called herocss 
 Ne'er ſaw a cannon-ball, 
Nor know the force of powder, 
To kill their foes withall ; 
Our bolder boys do know it, 
Yet banith all their tears, 
With Tow row row row, 
Of the Britiſh grenadiers. 


For when we are commanded. 
To ſtorm a palliſade, 
Our leaders march with ſuſee, 
And we with hand-granade ; 
We toſs them from the glacis, 
About our enemies ears, 
With Tow row row row, 
Of the Britiſh e 


Then let us crown a bumper; 
And drink a health to thoſe ; 
Who carry caps and pouches, 

And wear the looped cloaths ; 
May they and their commanders, 
Live happy many years, 
With Tow row row row, 

Of the Britiſh grenadiers. 


Then be you Whig or Tory, 
Or any mortal thing. 

Be ſure that you give glory, | 
To George our gracious king; 

For if you prove rebellious, | 
He'll thunder in your ears { 

With Tow row row row), Ce, 
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8D NO CESS. 


The Sparrow end the Dove. 


Sce the fporuve lambkins play, 
Nature gavly decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May 
Like the ſparrow, and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice ol love. 


(22s my love thine eyes around, 
— 


Damon thou haſt found ine long 
Liit'ning to thy ſoothing tale, 

And thy {oit pertuaſive ſong, 
Often held me in the dale; 

Take Oh ! Damon while I live, 
All that virtue ought to give. 


Not the waters gentle fall, 
By the banks of Poplars, crown d, 
Nor the feather'd ſongſter's call, 
Nor the flutes melodious found, 
Can delight my Damon's ear, 
It Florella be not near. 


Not the verdure of the grove, 
Nor the garden's faireſt lowers, 
Nor the. mead where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the tragrant bowers, 
Can delight Florella's eye, 
If her Damon be not by. 


Let us love and let us live, 
Like the cheartul ſeaſons gay; 
31iiſh care and let us give, 
Tribute to the chearful May : 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the juys of Love. 


[ 208 


$ONG CLXX. 


Ne ROSE: 


* 


Aireſt of the female kind, 

Of worth poſſef'd and beauty j0in'd 3 
orgive the bard who rudely fings, 

A ſubject worthy Phoebus ſtrings. 


On a bed of daiſies pied, 

As once I wander'd I eſpy'd, 

A roſe ſweet flower worthy of fame, 
So much like my fair ones name. 


A while I gaz'd and ſoon its head 

I pluck'd from off its dainty bed, 
Long time it to my lips I preſt, 
Then bid it grace my Roſy's breaſt, 


Thrice happy flower doom'd to blow, 
Under that breaſt more white than ſnovz, 
And there beneath thoſe eyes tv live, 
Which death alone to others give. 


SONG CEXXI. 
The Hagel. eyed Maid. 
2 WAs over the fields one morning in May, 
Ass Walking luckily ſtray'd; 
As fortune wou'd have i 1 met in my way, 


A delicate hazle-eyed mid. 


A ſhape ſo genteel I had nel er ſeen before, 
Nor teatures with hers de compare; 
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dhe had hne roſy cheeks and a thouſand charms mare; 
And tript it along with an air. 


With vigour I woed her and try'd ev'ry art, 
And long ſhe my prefers diſdain'd, 

But with promiſes fair I at lat won her heart, 

And all I cou'd with for obtained. 


SON G CLXXII. 


MYRTILL 4. 


d "of chearſul virgins have ye ſeen, 
« | My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 

To role or jeſſamin bower, &c. 
Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade, 
For ture ye know the blooming maid ; 

Sweet as the May morn flower, 

Sweet, ſweet, as the May-morn flower, 


Her check is like the maiden role, 

Join'd with the lillie as it blows, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie; 

Like dew-drops gliſt'ning in the morn, 

When Phoebus gilds the flow'ting thorn, 
Health ſparrkles in her eye. 


Her ſgpg is like the linnets lay, 
Which warbles chearful on the ſpray, 
To hail the vernal beam ; 
Her heart is blyther than her ſong, 
Her paſſions gently move along, 
Like the {mooth gliding ſtream. 


N 3 
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SONG CLXXIl. 


| New JOCKEY: 


Oung Jockey, who teaz'd me a iwelve-month 
; or more 
| Now bolder is grown than was mortal before; 
e whiſpers ſuch things as no virgin ſhou'd hear, 
nd he preſſes my lips with a warmth 1 can't bear, 
And he preſſes my lips, &c. 


With ſtories of love he would ſoften my mind, 

And his eyes ſpeak a temper to miſchief.inclin'd ; 
But I vow not a moment I'll truſt him alone, 
And when next he grows rude I will bid him begone. 


4 ; 2 | | 
Of honour and truth not a word has he ſpoke, 
And his actions declare he thinks virtue a joke; 
| * ſhall find his miſtake, if he ventures to try, 
or, than yield on ſuch terms, oh! I rather wou'd die, 


With no creature beſide he ſuch freedom dare take,} 
Yet the handſome and witty he quits for my ſake ; 
But how can I think that he loves me the belt, , 
Or how can I love him who'd break all my reſt ? 


Oh ! Jockey, reform, nor be fooliſh again, 
Leſt you loſe a fond heart you ſhall never regain : | 
1 you change your behaviour and tochurch chuſe to go, 

forgive all that's paſt, and will never ſay ne, | 


* w 
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SON G CLXXIY, 


he Sheep Gesriug. Sung by Mrs. Chambers in Crowe 
ſtreet, in the Harlequin Entertainment of Fortunatus. 


\ X 7 HEN the fole is in bud, and blue violets blow, 
And the birds ſing us love-ſongs on ev'ry 
bough 3 
When Cow-ſlips and daiſies — daffodils ſpread, 
Adorning, perfuming, the flow'ry mead : 
Our cleanly milk-pail. 
Is fill'd with brown ale; 
Our table, our table's the graſs: 
There we {it and we ſing, 
And we dance 1 in a ring, 
And ev'ry lad, ev'ry lad has his laſs. | 
Cho. There ve fit and aue ſing, and aue dance in a rings 
And ev'ry lad, ev'ry lad has his laſs. 


When without the plow the fat oxen do lob; 
The lads and the laſſes a hay- making go; 
A hay- making go, a hay- making 20 
The lads and the laſſes a hay- making go; 
Our ſhepherd ſheers his jolly, jolly, fleece, 
How much richer than that witich they ſay was in 
Greece ? | 
*Tis our cloth and our food, 
And our politick blocd; 
*Tis the ſeat which our nobles all fit arc 
Tis a mine above ground, 
Where our treaſure's all found; 
Dis the gold and the ſilver of Britain. 
Cho: Tit a mine above ground, whey e our treaſure's 4 | 
ound ; 


Tis the * and the ſilver of Britain, 
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SONG ci xxv. 


The WILLOW 2 by Shakeſpear, the Muſick by D- 
Arne; ſung by Mrs. Chambers, at Crow-ltreer 
Theatre, in the 1 of 1 Deidernona 7 in the Tragedy 
sf Othello, 


| > br poor ſoul ſat ſinging by a ſycamore tree 


Sing all a green willow : 
Her hand on her boſom, her head on her knee ; ; 
Sing Willow, Willow, Willow. 
The freſh ſtream ran by her, am murmur'd her moanc; 
Sing Willow, &c. | 


Her ſalt-tears fell from her, and ſoften'd the ſtones ; 
Sing Willow, &c. 
Willow, Willow, &c. 


Sing all a green Willow muſt be my garland. 


Let no body blame him, his ſcorn I approve, 
I call'd my love falſe love, but what ſaid he then > | 
Sing Willow, &c. 


If I court more women, you'll couch with more men, 
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SONG CLXXVI 
De HEAVY HOURS. 


HE heavy hours are almoſt paſt 
That part my love and me 
My longing eyes may hope at Jaſt 
Their only wiſh to ſee. 
But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt fo long? 
Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue ? 
Will love in all your pulſes beat 
And tremble en your tongue. 


Will you it in ev ry look declare, 
Your heart is ſtill the lame, 
And heal each idly anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame; 
Thus Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 
And tr y what yet remains between, 
Of loit'ring time to cheat, * 


But if the dream that ſooths my mind, 

Shall falſe and grounileſs prove, 

If I am doom'd at length to find, 
You have forgot to love; 

- All I of Venus aſk is this, 

, No more to let us join, 

But, grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, 
To die and think you mine, 


OST IR ... 
. 


With true Britiſh ſpirit we broke ev'ry line, 
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SONG CLXXVIL 


The Tear FIFTY-NINT. 


Cx) all ye brave Briton's, let no one complain, 
Britannia! Britannia ! once more rules the main, 
With bumpers o'erflowing we'll jovially join, 
And tell the high deeds of the year fifty-nine. 


The negroes of Senegal know how we fought, 

And the monſieurs of India what wonders we wrought ; 
ut Minden, O! Britons ! that glory was thine, 

There France learn'd a dance in the year fifty-nine. 


De la Clue, with his ſquadron fo nimbleand tight, 

On meeting Boſcawen, like a Frenchman took fright : 
But running too faſt on ſome mighty deſign, | 
He loſt both his legs in the year fifty-ninc. 


When Montcalm in Canada drew forth his men, 
(Secure in his numbers) to fight on the plain, 


And conquer'd Quebeck in the year fifty-nine. 


Niagarra, Crown-Point, Ticonderago too, 

What cannot bold Briton's with courage ſubdue ? 
Such conqueſts, ſo noble, ſo great, and ſo fine, 
Muſt add to the glory of the year fitty-nine, 


15 
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Whilſt Rodney and Hawke watch'd the flat · bottom q 
boats, - 
At Paris, Belleifle cut poor Engliſhmen” s throats 
here Lewis, with Pompa, drank Burgundy wine, 
To drown in oblivion the year fifty-nine. 


At laſt, likea thief, bully Conflans ſtole out; 


Believe you, a Frenchman ſurprizingly ſtout ; 
The beſt man got foremoſt to lead off their Line, 
As none lik'd to fight in the year fifty-nine, 


But, ſoon overtaken with troubles ſo dire, 

That, ſpite of Conflans, ſet the great Sun on fire, a 

Hawke burnt em, and ſunk em, and 'twas mighty 
fine, 

To ſee how they ran in the year ſifty- nine. 


Bleſs King Gcorge, then kind heav'n, we ardently 
crave, 

Him, Briton's united, with courage will ſerve z _ 

We will ſhew the whole world, no period of time, 

Can e er be compar'd to the year fitty-nine, 
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